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BOOK 1. 




ADAM BED 1^. 


OTTAPTER L 

THE WORKSlIOr. 

Wmi a drop of iolc for a mirror, tho Ei^yptian 

florcoror uiiJuriakus ti) jcvoal to juiy chaiico coiii<>r 
far-roaching visions of the past. 1'his is what I iin- 
dertako to do for you, reader. Witli this drop of ink 
at Uio end of iny pen, 1 will show you the roomy 
workshop of Mr Joriatlian Burgo, carpenter and 
builder, in the villago of Haj'^slope, as it appeared 
on tlio eighteenth of June, in the year of our Jjord 
1799. 

The afternoon sun was warm on the five work¬ 
men there, busy upon doors and window-frames and 
wainscoting. A scent of pino-wood from a tent-like 
pile of jdanks outside the opon door mingled itself 
witli the scent of the eyor-biisbes which were 
spreading their summer snow close to the open win¬ 
dow opposite; the slanting sunbeams shone tlirongb 
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tlie transparent shavings that flew before the steady 
plane, and lit up the fine grain of the Ofdc panelling 
which stood propped against the wal}- On a heap 
of those soft shavings a rough grey shepherd-dog 
had made himself a pleasant bed, and was lying 
with his nose between his fore-paws, occasionally 
wrinkling his brows to cast a glance at the tallest 
of the five workmen, wIjo was (jarving a sliield in 
the cent! e of a wooden mantolpi(',oe. It was to this 
workman that the strong barytone belonged wliioh 
was heard above tlie sound of plane and hammer 
singing— 

" Awalco, my aoni, ami witli tlie sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run; 

Bluike olT dull sloth . . .** 

Hoto some moasnreniont was to be taken which 
required more conconti'ated attontiou, and the son¬ 
orous voice subsided into a low whistle; but it 
presently broke out again with renewed vigour— 

“ Let all thy converse lie siiKorn, 

Thy couscienco os the iiooiid.iy r-lenr.” 


Such a voice could only come f«-''m a broad chest, 
an^l the broad chest belonged io a large-boned 
muscular man nearly six foot high, with a back so 
flat and a head so well poised that when he <lrow 
himself up to take a more distant survey of his 
work, he had the air of a soldier standing at ease. 
The sleove rolled up above the elbow showed an 
ann that was likely to^ win the prize for feats of 
strength; yet the long supple hand, with its broad 
finger-tips, looked ready for works of skill. In his 
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tall stalwartness Ailuni Bede was a SazoDj and justi¬ 
fied his name; but the jot-black liair^ mode the more 
noticeable by its contrast witli the light paper cap, 
and the keen glance of the dark eyes that shone 
from under strongly marked, prominent and mobile 
eyebrows, indicated a mixture of Celtic blood. The 
&CO was large and roughly hewn, and when in re¬ 
pose had no other beauty than such os belongs to 
an expression of good-humoured lionest intelligence. 

It is clear at a glance that tlie next workman is 
Adam's brotlier. lie is nearly as tall; he has the 
same type of features, the same iuio of hair and 
complexion; but the strength of the family likeness 
seems only to render more conspicuous the remark¬ 
able difiTcrenco of expression both in form and face. 
Setli's broad shoulders have a slight stoop; his eyes 
are grey; his eyebrows have less prominence and 
more repose than his brother’s; and his glance, in¬ 
stead of being keen, is confiding and benignant. Ho 
has thrown off his paper cap, and yon see that his 
hair is not thick and straight, like Adam’s, but thin 
and wavy, allowing you to discern the exact contour 
of a coronal arch that predominates veiy decidedly 
over the brow. 

The idle tramps always felt sure they could get 
a copper fix>m Seth; they soan^oly ever spoke to 
Adam. 

The concert of the tools and Adam’s voice was at 
last broken by Seth, who, lifting the door at which 
he had been working intci^y, placed it against tlie 
wall, and said— 

“ There 1 I’ve finished my door lo-day, anyhow." 
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The workmen all looked up; Jim Salt, a burly 
red-haired man, known as Sandy Jim, paused ironi 
his planing, and Adam said to Seth, with a sharp 
glaneo of emprise— * 

“What 1 dost think tlicu’st finished the door?” 

“ Ay, sure,” said SoUi, witli answering surprise; 
** what’s awanting to’t?” 

A loud roar of laughter from the other three work¬ 
men made Setii look round confusedly. Adam did 
not join in the lauglder, but there was a slight 
smile on his face as he .aid, in a gentler tone tlian 
before— 

“ Why, tlieo’st forgot the panels.” 

^J'he laughter burst out afresh as Seth clapped his 
hands to his head, and colomed over brow and crown. 

“Hoorrayl” shouted a small lithe fellow, called 
Wiry lien, running forward and seizing the door. 
“ We’ll hang up th’ door nt fin* end o' th’ sliop an’ 
write ou’t ‘Seth 13ode, the Methody, his work.’ 
Here, Jim, lend's liould o’ th’ red-pot.” 

“Nonsense!” said Adam. “Lot it alone, Ben 
Oraiiago. You’ll mayhap be making such a slip 
yourself some day; you’ll laugh o’ th’ otliei- side o* 
your mouth then.” 

“Catch mo at it, Adam, ft’ll b... a good while 
afore my head’s full o’ th’ Methodies,” said Ben. 

“Nay, but it’s often full o’ drink, and that’s 
worse.” 

Ben, however, had now got the “ red-pot ” in his 
hand, and was about to begin writing bis inscrip¬ 
tion, making, by way of preliminary, an imaginary 
S in the air. 
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"Let it alone, will you?” Adam called out, laying 
down his tools, striding up to Ben, and seizing bis 
right shoulder. " Let it alone, or 1*11 shake the soul 
out o* your body." 

Ben shook in Adam's iron grasp, but, like a 
plucky small man as he was, ho didn't mean to 
give in. With his left hand he snatched the brush 
from his powerless right, and made a movement as 
if he would perform the feat of writing with his left. 
In a moment Adam turned him round, seized his 
other shoulder, and, pushing him along, pinned him 
against the wall. But now Seth spoke. 

“ Let bo, Addy, let be. Bon wiU bo joking. Wliy, 
he's i' the right to laugh at me—I canua help laugh¬ 
ing at myself.” 

"I slian’t loose Injii, till ho promisos to lot the door 
alone,” said Adam. 

“ Como, Ben, hid,” said Both, in a i)er8naBive tone, 
“don't let’s huvo a quarrel about it. You know 
Aflam will have his way. You may’s well try to 
turn a waggon in a narrow lane. Say you’ll leave 
the door alone, and make an ond on’t.” 

“I binna flighted at Adam,” said Ben, “but I 
donna mind sayin’ as I’ll let’t alone at your askin’, 
Seth.” 

“Como, that’s wise of yon, Bon,” said Adaip, 
laughing and relaxing his grasp. 

They all returned to their work now; but Wiry 
Ben, having had the worst in tlio bodily contest, was 
bent on retrieving that h^iliation by a succoss in 
sarcasm. 

“Wliich was ye thinkin* on, Sctli,” ho began— 



8 


ADAM BEDK 


''the pretty parBon*B face or her sarmunt^ when ye 
fojgot the panels ? ” 

"Come and hear her, Ben,” said Seth, good- 
humouredly ; “ she’s going to preach on the Green 
to-night; happen ye’d get something to tliiuk on 
yourself then, instead o’ those wicked songs you’re 
so fond on. Ye might get religion, and that ’ud be 
the best day’s earnings y’ ever made.” 

“ All i’ good time for that, Seth; I’ll think about 
that when I’m a-goin* to settle i’ life; bachelors 
doesn’t want such hei /y eainius. Happen 1 shall 
do the coortin’ an’ tlio religion both togetlior, as ye 
do, Seth; but ye wouldiia ha’ me get converted an’ 
chop in atween ye an’ the pretty preacher, an’ carry 
her aff?” 

“ No fear o’ that, Bcii; she’s neither for you nor 
for me to win, I doubt. Only you come and hear 
her, and you won’t speak lightly on her again.” 

"Well, I’u half a mind t’ ha’ a look at her to¬ 
night, if there isn’t good company at tli’ Holly Bush. 
What’ll she tako for her text? Happen ye can tell 
me, Seth, if so be as I shouldna come up i’ time for’t. 
Will’t be,—What come ye out for to see? A pro¬ 
phetess? Yea, I say unto you, and more ti^'iu a 
prophetess—a uncommon pretty young woman.” 

" Come, Ben,” said Adam, rather sternly, “ you lot 
the words o’ the Bible alone; you’re going too ISu* 
now.” 

“ What I are ye a-tumin’ roun’, Adam ? I thought 
ye wdr dead again th’ women preaohin’, a while 
agoo?” 

"Nay, I’m not turnin’ noway. I said nought 
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aboTii iho women preaohin*: I saiJ, You lot tiie 
Bible alone: you Vo got a jest-book, han't you, as 
you’re rare and proud on ? Keep your dirty ihigora 
to that” * 

“ Why, y’ are gettin* as big a saint as Sutii. Y’ 
are goin’ to ih’ proaohin’ tO'niglit, 1 shonld think. 
Ye'll do finely t’ lead the singin’. But I don' know 
what farson Irwine 'uU say at his gran’ favright 
Adam Bode a-tumin' Metliody.” 

“Never do yon bother yourself about mo, Ben. 
I'm not a-going to turn Methodist any more nor 
you are — though it's like enough you’ll turn to 
sometliing worse. Moster Irwiuo’s got more sense 
nor to meddle wi’ people’s doing as they like in re¬ 
ligion. That's between themselves and God, as he’s 
said to me many a time.” 

“ Ay, ay; but he’s none so fond o* your dissenters, 
for all that” 

“Maybe; I'm none so fond o’ Josh Tod’s lliick 
ale, but I don’t hiuJor you from making a tool o' 
youraelf wi’t.” 

There was a laugh at this thrust of Adam’s, but 
Seth said, very seriously— 

“Nay, nay, Addy, thee mustna say as anybody’s 
religion’s like thick ale. Thee dostna believe but 
what the dissenters and the Methodists have got ^ho 
root o’ the matter as well as the church folks.” 

“ Nay, Seth, lad; I'm not for laughing at no man’s 
religion. Let ’em follow their consciences, that’s aU. 
Only I think it ’ud be het^r if their consciences ’ud 
let ’em stay quiet i’ the church—^there’s a deal to bo 
leomt there. And there's such a thing aa being ovur- 
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Hperiiial; we must liav^e somctliing beside Gospel i* 
this world. Look at tho cauals, an’ th’ aqiieducs, an’ 
til’ coal-pit engines, and Arkwright’s mills there at 
Cromford; a man must Icani summat beside Gospel 
to make them things, 1 reckon. But t’ hear some 
o* +hem preachers, you’d think as a man must bo 
doing nothing all’s life but shutting’s eyes and look¬ 
ing what’s a-going on inside him. 1 know a man 
must have the love o’ God in his soul, and the Bible’s 
God’s word. But wh it does tho Bible say ? Why, 
it says as God put Ijb speirit into tho workman as 
built tlio tabemade, to make him do aU the carved 
work and things as wanted a nice hand. And this 
is my way o’ looking at it: there’s the spemt o’ God 
in all things and all times—weekday as well as Sun¬ 
day—and i’ the great works and inventions, and i’ 
tho figuzing and tho nioclianics. And God helps us 
with our headpieces and our hands as weU as with 
our souls; and if a man docs bits o’ jobs out o’ work¬ 
ing hours—builds a oven for’s wife to save her horn 
going to the bakehouse, or scrats at his hit o’ garden 
and makes two potatoes grow istead o’ one, he’s 
doing more good, and he’s just as near to God, as if 
he was running after some preacher and a-p aying 
and a-groouiug.” 

“Well done, Adaml” said Sandy Jim, who liad 
paused from his planing to shift his planks wliile 
Adam was speaking; “ that’s the best sormunt I’ve 
beared this long while. By tli’ same token, my 
wife^B been a-plaguin’ on |io to build her a oven this 
twelvemont." 

“ There’s reason in what tlieo saVst, Adfim,” ob- 
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served Seth, gravely. “But thee know’st tliysclf 
as it’s hearing the preacliers tliee find’st so much 
fault with has turned many an idle fellow into an 
industriouB uii. It’s tlie preacher as .ciiiiitiea th’ 
alehouse; and if a man gets religion, he’ll do his 
work none the worse for that.” 

“ On’y he’]! lave Uio panels out o’ tli’ doors somo- 
tiines, eh, Setli ? ” said Wiry Ben. 

“ Ah, Bon, you’ve got a joke again* mo as *11 last 
you your life. But it isna religion as was i’ fiiult 
there; it was Soth Bodo, as was allays a wool-gather¬ 
ing chap, and religion hasna cured him, tho more's 
the pity.” 

“Ne’er hood me, Seth,” said Wiry Bon, “y* are a 
dowmight good-hearted chap, panels or no }mno]s; 
an* ye donna set up your bristles at every hit o’ fun, 
like some o’ your kin, as is mayhap cliverer.” 

“ Seth, lad,” said Adam, taking no notice of the 
sarcasm against himself, “ thee mustna take me un¬ 
kind. 1 wasna driving at tlice in what 1 said just 
now. Some *s got one way o’ looking at tilings and 
some’s got another.” 

“ Nay, nay, Addy, thee mcan’st me no inikindiiess,” 
said Setli, “I know that well enough. Thee’t like 
thy dog Gyp—thee bark’st at me sometimes, but 
thee allays lick’st my hand after.” 

All hands worked on in silence for some minutes, 
until the church clock began to strike six. Before 
the first stroke had died away, Sandy Jim had loosed 
his plane and was reachi^ his jacket; Wiry Ben 
had left a screw half driven in, and thrown his screw¬ 
driver into his tool-basket; Mum Taft, who, true to 
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his name, had kept silence tlironp^hout the previous 
conversation, had ilung down his hummf3r as he was 
in the aot of lifting it; and Scih, too, had straight¬ 
ened his back, and was putting out his )iand towards 
his paper cap. Adam alone htid gone on with his 
wo' k as if nothing had happened. But observing 
tlio cessation of the tools, he looked up, aud said, in 
a tone of indignation— 

‘‘Look there, now I I can't abide to see inon throw 
away their tools f that way, the minute the clock 
begins to strike, as il they took no pleasure i* their 
work, and was airaid o’ doing a stroke too much.” 

Seth looked a little conscious, aud began to bo 
slower in his preparations for going, but Mum Tuft 
broke silence, and said—‘ 

“Ay, ay, Adam lad, ye talk like a young nn. 
When y* are six-an'-forty like me, istid o’ six-an’- 
twenty, ye wonna be so flush o’ workin’ for nought.” 

“Nonsense,” said Adam, still wrathful; “what’s 
age got to do witli it, I wonder? Yc arena getting 
stiff yet, I reckon. I hate to see a man’s arms drop 
down as if he was shot, before the clock’s fairly 
struck, just as if he’d never a bit o’ pride and delight 
in’s work. The very grindstone *ull go on ‘orning 
a bit after yon loose it.” 

“ Bodderation, Adam 1 ’’ exclaimed Wiry Ben; 
“lave a chap aloon, will ’ee? Ye war a-finding 
&ut wi’ preachers a while agoo—y’ are fond enough 
o’ ^reaohin’ yoursen. Ye may like work better noi 
play, but 1 like play better nor work; that’ll ’com¬ 
modate ye—it laves ye th’ more to do.” 

With this exit speech, which he oonsidered offeo- 
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tivG, Wiry Ben shouldered his basket and left the 
workshop, quickly followed by Mum Taft and Sandy 
Jim. Seth lingered, and looked wistftiUy at Adam, 
as if he expfictnd him to say something. 

“ Shalt go homo before tlieo go’st to the preach¬ 
ing ? ” Adam asked, looking up. 

“ Nay; IVe got my hat and things at Will Mas- 
kery's. I shan’t be homo before going for ten. I’U 
happen seo Dinah Morris sate home, if slie’s willing. 
There’s nobody comes with her from Ikiyser’s, thee ' 
bnow’st.” 

“ Then I’ll tell mother not to look for thee,” said 
Adam. 

“Thee artna going to Poyser’s thyself tn-night?” 
said Seth, rather timidly, as ho turned to leave the 
worksliop. 

“ Nay, I’m going to th’ school.” 

Hitherto Gyp had kept his comfortable bed, only 
lifting np his head and watching Adam more closely 
as he noticed the other workmen departing. But no 
sooner did Adam put his ruler in his pocket, and 
begin to twist bis apron round his waist, than Gyp 
ran forward and looked up in his master’s face with 
patient expectation. If Gyp had had a tail he would 
doubtless have wagged it, but being destitute of 
that vehicle for his emotions, lio was like many 
other worthy personages, destined to appear more 
phlegmatic than nature had made him. 

“Whatl art ready for tho liaskot, eh, Gyp?” said 
Adam, with tho same gciiljto modulation of voice os 
when ho spoke to Seth. 

Gyp jumxied and gave a short bark, as much as to 
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say, “ Of course.” Poor fellow, he had not a great 
range of expression. 

The basket was tlio one wliicli on workdays held 
Adam’s and Seth’s dinner; and no ofEcial, walking in 
procession, could look more resolutely unconscious 
of all acquaintances than Gyp with his basket, trot> 
ting at his master’s heels. 

On leaving the workshop Adam locked the door, 
took the key out, and carried it to the house on the 
other side of tho w< ^^dyard. It was a low house, 
with smooth grey thatch and buff walls, looking 
pleasant and moUow in tho evening light. Tho 
leaded windows were bright and speckless, and the 
door-stone was as clean as a white boulder at ebb 
tide. On tlio door-stone stood a clean old woman, 
in a dark-striped linen gown, a red kerchief, and a 
linen cap, talking to some speckled fowls which 
appeared to have boon drawn towards her by an 
illusory expectation of cold j)otatoes or barley. The 
old woman’s sight seemed to be dim, for she did not 
recognise Adam till he said— 

“ Here’s the ke\', Dolly ; lay it down for me in tho 
house, will you 7 ” 

“Ay, sure; but wunna yo come in, Adam s Miss 
Mary’s i’ th’ hnuso, and Mester Burgo ’nil be l)ack 
anon; he'd be glad i’ ha’ ye to supper wi’in, Pll he’s 
warrand.” 

“ No, Dolly, thank you; Pm off home. Good 
evening.” 

Adam hastened with Jong strides, Gyp close to 
his heels, out of the workyord, and along the high¬ 
road lending away from tlm village and down to the 



THE WORKSHOP. 


15 


valley. As he reached the foot of the slope, an 
elderly hoTsoznan, with his portinautean strapped 
behind him, stopped Lis liorse when Adam had 
passed him, and tunied round to have another long 
look at the stalwart workman in paper cap, leather 
breeches, and dark-bine worsted stockings. 

Adam, nneonsoiouR of the admiration he was ex¬ 
citing, presently strucjk across the fields, and now 
broke out into the tune which hiwl all day long 
been running in his head:— 

“ Let all thy convene© be sineoro, 

T*hy roii«‘ieiu‘o the noonday I'lear; 

Ji’or God’s all-seeincr eye surveys 

Thy secret thon"h1.s, thy works and waya.*' 
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TIW PREACHING. 

About a quarter to seven there was an nnnsnal 
appearance of exoitemeut in tiie village of Hayslope, 
and tliroiigh the whole length of its little'street, from 
the Donuithorne Arms to the churchyard gate, the 
inliabitants had evidently been drawn out of their 
houses by sometliing more than thtf pleasure of 
lounging in the evening sunshine. The Donni- 
thome Anns stood at tlie entrance of the village, 
and a small fiirmyard and stackyard which flanked 
it, indiwiting that tliero was a pretty take of land 
attached to tlio inn, gave the traveller a promise of 
goftd feed for himself and his horse, which might 
well console him for the ignni’ance in which the 
weather-beaten sign left him as to the heraldic bear¬ 
ings of that ancient family, the Donnithomes. Mr 
Oasson, the landlord, had been for some time stand¬ 
ing at the door with his hands in his pookets, balanc¬ 
ing himself on his heel^ and toes, and looking to¬ 
wards a piece of unenclosed ground, with a maple 
in the middle of it, which he knew to be the des* 
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tination of oertain grave-looking men and women 
whom he had observed passing at intervals. 

Mr Casson’s person was bjr no means of that com¬ 
mon type which can be allowed to pass without de¬ 
scription. On a front view it appeared to consist 
principally of two spheres, bearing about the same 
relation to each other as the earth and the moon: 
that is to say, the lower sphore might bo said, at a 
rough guess, to bo thirteen tiroes larger than the 
upper, which naturally performed the function of a 
mere satellito and tributary. But here tho resem¬ 
blance ceased, for Mr Casson's head ivas not at all a 
melancholy-looking satellite, nor was it a spotty 
globe,” as Milton has in'evorently called the moon; 
oil the contrary, no head and face could look more 
sleek and healthy, and its expression, which was 
chiefly confined to a pair of round and ruddy cheeks, 
the slight knot and interruptions forming the nose 
and eyes being scarcely worth mention, was one of 
jol^ contentment, only tempered by that sense of 
personal dignity which usually made itself felt in his 
attitude and bearing. This sense of dignity could 
hardly be considered excessive in a man who had 
been butler to “the family” for fifteen years, and 
who, in his present high position, was necessarily 
very much in contact with his inferiors. How to 
reconcile his dignity with tho satisfaction of his 
curiosity by walking towards the Green, was the 
problem that Mr Casson had been revolving in his 
mind for the last five minftea; but when he had 
partly solved it by taking his hands out of his 
pockets, and thrusting them into the armholes of his 

VOL. I. B 
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waistcoat, by throwing his head on one side, and 
providing himself with an air of contemptnons in¬ 
difference to whatever might fall under his notice, 
his thoughts were diverted by the approach of the 
horseman whom we lately saw pausing to have 
another look at our finend Adam, and who now 
pulled up at the door of the Donnithomo Arms. 

Take off the bridle and give him a drink, ostler,” 
said the traveller to the lad in a smock-frock, who had 
come out of the yard at the sound of tlie horse^s 
hoofs. 

“Why, what’s up in your pretty village, land¬ 
lord ? ” he continued, getting down. “ There seems 
to be quite a stir.” 

“ It’s a Methodifi preaching, sir; it’s been gev 
hout as a young woman’s Orgoing to preach on the 
Green,” answered Mr Casson, in a treble and wheezy 
voice, with a slightly mincing accent. “Will you 
please to step in, sir, an’ tek somethink?” 

“ No^ I must be getting on to Rosseter. I only 
want a drink for my horse. And what does your 
parson say, I wonder, to a young woman preaching 
just under his nose ? ” 

“ Parson Irwine, sir, doesn’t live here; be lives at 
Brox’on, over the hill there. The parsonage here’s 
a tumble-<lown place, sir, not fit for gentry to live 
in. He comes here to preach of a Sunday afternoon, 
sir, an’ pnts up his hoss here. It’s a grey cob, sir, 
<an’ he sets great store by’i. He’s allays put up 
his hoss here, sir, iver v.inco before £ bed tlie Donni- 
thome Arms. I’m not this countryman, you may 
tell by my tongue, sir. They’re cur’ous talkers f 
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this countiy, sir; the gentry *s hard work to hander* 
stand ’em. 1 was brought hup among the gentry, 
sir, an' got the turn o' their tongue when 1 was a 
bye. Why, what do you tliink the folks here says 
for *hevn’t you?* — the gentry, you know, says, 
*hovn't you* — weU, the people about here says 
^hanna yey.’ It's what ^ they call the dilock as is 
spoke hereabout, sir. That’s what I’ve hcarcd Squire 
Donnithorno say many a time; it’s the dilock, says ho.” 

Ay, ay,” said tho stranger, smiling. “ I know it 
very well. But you’ve not got many Methodists 
about hero, surely—in this agricultural Hjmt? I 
should have thought thoro would hardly be such a 
thing as a MotJiodist to ho found about hero. You Vo 
all farmers, aren’t you ? TJic Methodists can seldom 
lay much hold on them” 

“Why, sir, tliere’s a pretty lot o' workmen round 
about, sii. There’s Moster Burge as owns the tim¬ 
ber-yard over thoro, he uiidcrtoks a good bit o’ build¬ 
ing an’ repairs. An’ there’s tho stone-pits not far 
oH There’s plenty of cmply i’ this country-side, sir. 
An’ there’s a iitie batch (v’ Methodisses at IVeddles’on 
—that’s tho market-town about three mile ofl—you’ll 
maybe ha’ come through it, sir. There’s pretty nigh 
a score of ’em on the Green now, as come from there. 
That's whore onr people gets it from, tliough there’s 
only two men of ’em in all Hayslope . that’s Will 
Maskery, tho wheelwright, and Seth Bede, a young 
man as works at the carpenterin’.” 

“ The preacher comes frort Troddleston, then, does 
sho?” 

“Nay, sir. sho eomea out o' Rtonyshiro, pretty 
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nigh thirty mile o£ But she's a-visitin' hereabont at 
Mester Poysor’s at tlie Hall Form—it's them bams 
an’ big walnut-trees, right away to the left, sir. 
She’s own niece to Poyser’s wife, an’ they’ll be fine 
an’ vexed at her for making a fool of herself i’ that 
way. But I’ve beared as there’s no holding these 
Methodisses when the niaggit’s once got i’ their 
head: nian^' of 'em goes stark starin’ mad wi’ their 
religion. Though this young woman’s quiet enough 
to look at, by wluru I can make out; I’ve not seen 
lier myself.” 

Well, I wish I had time to wait and see her, but 
I must got on. I’ve been out of my way for t^ie last 
twenty minutes, to liavo a look at that place in the 
valley. It’s Squire Donnithome’s, I suppose?” 

“ Yes, sir, tliat’s DonnitJiomo Chase, that is. Fine 
hoaks there, isn’t there, sir ? I should know what 
it ip, sir, for I’ve lived butler there a-going i’ fifteen 
year. It’s Captain Donnithomo as is th’ heir, sir— 
Squire Donnithorne’s grandson. He’ll he cornin’ of 
hago this 'ay-’arvest, sir, an’ wo shall hev fine doins. 
Ho owns all the land about here, sir, Squire Ponni- 
thorno does.” 

** Well, it’s a pretty spot, vvhoevor may own it,” 
said the traveller, mounting his horse; ** and one 
meets some fine strapping follows abrjut too. I met 
as fine a young follow as ever T saw in my life, about 
lialf an hour ago, boforo I came up the hill—a car¬ 
penter, a tall broad-shourd6r<3d fellow with black hair 
and black eyes, marching along like a soldier. We 
such fellows as he to lick tlie French." 

** Ay, sir, tliat’s Adam Bede, that is, Pll be bound 
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—Tliias Bodo's eon — everybody knows him here* 
about. He*a an uncommon clover stiddy fellow, an’ 
wonderful strong. Lord bless you, sir—if you’ll 
hexcuse me for saying so—he can walk foily mile 
a~dtiy, an’ lift a matter o’ sixty ston’. He’s an un¬ 
common favourite wi’ the gentry, sir: Captain Douni- 
ihome and Parson Irwino meks a line fuss wi’ him. 
But he’s a little lifted up an’ poppeiy-like.” 

« Well, good evening to you, landlord; I must get 
on. 

“ Yoiu* servant, air; good evenin’," 

The traveller put his horse into a quick walk up 
tlie village, but when he approached the Green, the 
beauty of tho view that lay on his right hand, the 
singuloi’ contrast presented by the groups of villagers 
with tho knot of Metliodists near the maple, and jjer- 
haps yet more, curiosity to see the young femalo 
preacher, proved too much for his anxiety to get to 
the end of his journey, and he paused. 

Tho Green lay at the extremity of the village, and 
from it tho road branched off in two directions, one 
leading &rthor up tho hill by tho church, and tlie 
otlior winding gently down towards the valley. On 
tho side of the Green that led towards the church, 
tlie broken line of tlxatched cottages was continued 
nearly to tho churchyard gate; but on the opposite,, 
north-western side, there was nothing to obstruct the 
view of gently-swelling meadow, and wooded valley, 
and dark masses of distant hilL That rich uudulat' 
iog district of Loamshiro to wHch Hayslope belonged, 
lies close to a grim outskirt of Stonyshiro, overlooked 
by its barren hills as a pretty blooming sister may 
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sometimoB be seen linked in the aim of a rn^f^d, 
tall, Bwarthy brother; and in two or tlireo hours’ ride 
the travellor might exchange a bleak treeless region, 
intersected by linos of cold grey stone, for one where 
hij road wound under tlio shelter of woods, or up 
swelling hills, muffled with hedgerows and long 
meadow-grass and tiiiok com; and where at every 
turn he came upon some fine old country-seat nestled 
in the valley or crowning the slope, some homestead 
with its long length of barn and its cluster of golden 
ricks, some grey steeple looking out from a pretty 
confusion of trees and thatch and dark-red tiles. It 
was just such a picture as this last that Hayslope 
Church had made to the traveller as he began to 
mount tlie gentlo slope leading to its pleasant up¬ 
lands, and now from his station near tlie Green he 
had before him in one view nearly all the other 
typical features of this pleasant land. High up 
against the horizon were the huge conical masses 
of hill, like giant mounds intended to f(»rtify tills 
region of corn and grass against the keen and 
hungry winds of the north; not distant enough to 
be clothed in purplo mystery, but wit! sombre 
greenish sides visibly speckoxl with sheep, whose 
motion was only revealed by memory, not diitected 
by sight; wooed firom day to day by the changing 
hours, but responding with no ohango in themselves 
j-left for ever grim and sullen after the flush of 
morning, the winged gleams of the April noonday, 
the parting crimson gl^y of tlie ripening summer 
sun. And directly below them the eye rested on a 
more advanced line of Imaging woods, divided by 
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bright patches of pasture or furrowed crops, and not 
yet deepened into the uniform leafy curtains of high 
summer, but still showing the warm tints of the 
young oak and the tender green of the ash and lime. 
Tiien came the valley, where the woods grow thicker, 
as if tliey had rolled down and hurried togetlier from 
the patches left smooth on the slope, that they might 
take the better care of tlie tall mansion which lifted 
its parapets and sent its faint blue summer smoke 
among them. Doubtless there was a large sweep of 
park and a broad glassy pool in front of that man¬ 
sion, but the swelling slope of meadow would not 
let our traveller see tliem from the village green. 
He saw instead a foreground which was just as 
lovely — the level sunlight lying like transparent 
gold among the gently-om'viiig stems of tlie feathered 
grass and tlie tall red sorrel, and the white umbels 
of the hemlocks lining the bushy hedgerows. It 
was that moment in summer when tlie sound of the 
scythe being whetted makes ns cast more lingering 
looks at tlie flower-sprinkled tresses of tlie meadows. 

He might have seen other beauties in the land¬ 
scape if he had turned a little in his saddle and 
looked eastward, beyond Jonathan Burge’s pasture 
and woodyard towards the green corn-fields and 
walnut-trees of tlie Hall Farm; but apparently there 
was more interest for him in tho living groups dose 
at hand. Every generation in the village was there, 
from old “ Feyther Taft ” in his brown worsted night¬ 
cap, who was bent nearly Rouble, but seemed tough 
enough to keep on his legs a long while, leaning on 
bis short stick, down to the babies with their little 
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round heads lolling forward in quilted linen caps. 
Now and then there was a new arrival; perhaps a 
slouching labourer, who, having eaten his supper, 
came out to look at the unusual scene witli a slow 
bovine gaze, willing to hoar what any one had to 
say in explanation of it, but by no means excited 
enough to ask a question. But all took care not to 
join the Methodists on the Green, and identify them¬ 
selves in that way with tlie expectant audience, for 
there was not one of them that would not have dis¬ 
claimed tlie imputation of having come out to hear 
the “ preacher-woman,”—they had only come out to 
see “what war a-goin’ on, like.” The men were 
chiefly gatliered in the neighbourhood of tlie black¬ 
smith’s shop. But do not imagine them gathered in 
a knot. Villagers never s wax in: a whisper is un¬ 
known among them, and they seem almost as incap¬ 
able of an undertone as a cow or a stag. Your true 
rustic turns his back on his interlocutor, throwing a 
question over his shoulder as if ho meant to ran away 
from the answer, and walking a step or two farther 
off when the interest of the dialogue culiiiinates. So 
the group in the vicinity of the blacksmitli’s door was 
by no moans a close one, and formed no screen in 
front of Chad Cranage, tlie blacksmith himself, wlio 
stood with his black brawny arms folded, leanitig 
against the door-post, and occasionally sending forth 
a bellowing laugh at his own jokes, giving them a 
marked preference over the saroasius of Wiry Ben, 
who had renounced the pleasures of the Holly Bush 
for the sake of seeing life under a new form. But 
both styles of wit wore treated with equal contempt 
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by Mr Joshua Bann. Mr Kami’s leathern apn)u anJ 
subdued grimiuess can leave no one in any doubt 
that he is the village shoemaker; the thrusting out 
of his chin and stomach, and the twirling of his 
thumbs, are more subtle indications, intended to 
prepare unwary strangers for the discovery that 
tliey are in the presence of tlie parish clerk. “ Old 
Josh way,” as he is irreverently called by his neigh¬ 
bours, is in a state of sinirnering indignation; but 
he has not yet opened his lips except to say, in a 
. resounding bass undertone, like tlie tuning of a 
violoncello, ** Sohon, King of the Amorites: for His 
mercy endnreth for ever; and Og the King of Busan: 
for His mercy enduroth for ever,”—a quotation which 
may seem to have /light bearing on tlio present 
occasion, but, as witli every other anomaly, adequate 
knowledge will show it to be a natui-al sequence. 
Mr Baun was inwardly maintaining the dignity of 
the Church in the face of this scandalous irruption 
of Methodism, and as that dignity was bound up 
with his own sonorous utterance of the responses, 
his argument naturally suggested a quotation from 
the psalm ho had read the lost Sunday afternoon. 

The stronger curiosity of tlie women had drawn 
them quite to the edge of the Grc<m, where they 
could examine more closely the Qnaktii-liko costume 
and odd deportment of the femalo Methodists. 
Underneath the maple there was a small cart which 
had been brought from the wheelwright’s to serve 
as a pulpit, and round this^ couple of benches and 
a few chairs hod been placed. Some of tlie Meth¬ 
odists were resting on these, with their eyes closed, 
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as if wrapt in prayer or meditation. Others chose 
to continue ataiiding; and liad turned their faces 
towards the villagers with a look of melancholy 
compassion, which was highly amusing to Bessy 
Cranage, the blacksmith’s buxom daughter, known 
to Lar neighbours as Chad’s Bess, who wondered 
“ why the folks war a-makin’ faces a that’ns.” Chad’s 
Bess was the object of peeuliar compassion, because 
her hair, being turned baek under a cap which was 
set at the top of her haad, exposed to view an orna¬ 
ment of which she was much prouder than of her 
red cheeks—namely, a pair of large round oor-riugs 
with false garnets in them, ornaments contemned 
not only by the Methodists, but by her own cousin 
and namesake Timothy’s Bess, who, with much 
cousinly feeling, often wished them ear-rings” 
might come to good. 

Timothy’s Bess, though retaining her maiden 
appellation among her familiars, had long been the 
wife of Sandy Jim, and possessed a liandsomo set of 
matronly jewels, of wliich it is enough to mention 
tlie heavy baby she was rocking in her arms, and 
the sturdy fellow of five in knee-brooches, and red 
legs, who had a rusty milk-can rovud his necK by 
way of drum, and was very carefully avoided by 
Chad’s small terrier. This young olive-branch, no¬ 
torious under the name of Timotliy’s Bess’s Ben, 
being of an inquiring disposition, unchecked by any 
&lse ^modesty, harl advanced beyond the group of 
women and ohildreu, s^d was walking round the 
Methodists, looking up in their faces witli his mouth 
wide open, and beating his stick against tke milk- 
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eaD by way of iniisical acoompanimont. But one of 
the elderly women bonding down to take him by 
the shoulder, with on air of grave remonstrance, 
Timothy’s Bess’s Ben fost kicked out vigorously, 
thon took to his heels and sought refuge behind his 
father’s legs. 

gallows young dog,” said Sandy Jiiu, with 
some paternal pride, if ye donna keep tliat stick 
quiet. I’ll tek it from yo. Wliat d’ye mane by 
kickin' foulks?” 

“HereI gie him hero to mo, Jim,” said Chad 
Granago; “I’ll tie him up an’ shoo liiin as I do tli’ 
bosses. WoH, Mester Gasson,” he continued, as that 
personage sauntered up towards tlie group of men, 
“how are ye t’ naight? Are ye cooni t’ help groon? 
They say folks allays groon when tliey’ro hemkenin’ 
to th’ Metliodys, as if tliey war bad i’ tli’ inside. 1 
mane to groon as loud as your cow did th’ other 
naight, an* thon the praicher ’idl tliiiik Tm i’ th’ 
raight way.” 

“I'd advise you not to be up to no nonsense, 
Chad,” said Mr Gasson, with some dignity ; “Poyser 
wouldn't hko to hear as his wife’s niece was treated 
any ways disrespectful, for all he mayn’t be fond of 
her taking on herself to preach.” 

“Ay, an’ she’s a ploasant-looked un too,” said Wiry 
Ben. “ I’ll stick up for the pretty women preach in’ j 
I know they’d persuade me over a deal sooner nor 
til’ ugly men. I shonldna wonder if I turn Methody 
afore the night’s out, an’ bc^in to coort the preacher, 
like Seth Bede.” 

“Why, Seth's looking retlier too high, I sliould 
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tliink,” said Mr Gasson. “ Ttiis woman's kin wouldn't 
like her to demean herself to a common carpenter.” 

Tehu! ” said Ben, with a long treble intonation, 
“what's folks’s kin gf>t to do wi’t?—Not a chip. 
Poyser’s wife may turn her nose up an' forget by¬ 
gones but this Dinah Morris, tlioy tell me, 's as 
poor as iver she was—works at a mill, an's much 
ado to keep herseu. A strappin’ yoiing carj^entor as 
is a ready-made Mothody, like Seth, wouldna be a bad 
match for her. Why, V* vsors make as big a hiss wi’ 
Adam Bode as if he war a nevvy o’ their own.” 

“Idle talk! idle talk I” said Mr Joshua Bonn. 
“Adam an’ Seth’s two men; you wunna fit them 
two wi’ the same last.” 

“Maybe,” said Wiry Bon, contemptuously, “but 
Seth’s the lad for me, tliough ho war a Mothody 
twice o’er. I’m fiiir beat wi’ Setli, for I’ve boon 
teasin’ him iver sin’ we’ve been workin’ togetlier, an* 
he bears mo no more inalico nor a lamb. An’ he’s 
a stout-hearted feller too, for when we saw tho old 
treo all a-firo a-comiu’ across the fields one night, an’ 
we thought ns it war a bogiiy, Seth made no more 
ado, but he up to’t as bold as a constable. Why, 
there he comes out o’ Will Maskeiy' s; an' tJicro’s 
Will hisself, lookih’ as meok as if he couldna knock 
a nail o* tho head for fear o’ hurtin't. An’ there’s 
the pretty preacher-woman I My eye, she's got her 
bonnet off. I mun go a bit nearor.” 

Several of the men followed Bon’s lead, and the 
traveller pushed bis horscon to tho Green, as Dinah 
wall^ed rather quickly, and in advance of her com* 
panioDB, towards the oart under the maple-troOp 
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While she was near Seth’s tall figure, she looked 
short, but when she had mounted the cart, and was 
away from all comparison, she seemed above the 
middle height of woman, though in reality she did 
not exceed it—an effect which was due to the slim¬ 
ness of her figure, and the simple line of her block 
stuff dross. The stranger was struck with surprise 
as he saw her approach and mount the cart—sur¬ 
prise, not so much at the feminine delicacy of her 
appearance, os at the total absence of solf-conscious- 
nesB in her demeanour. Ho hud made up his mind 
to see her advance with a measured step, and a 
demure solemnity of countenance; he had felt sure 
that her face would be mantled with the smile of 
conscious saiutship, or oIko charged with denuncia¬ 
tory bitterness. Ho know but two typos of Metho¬ 
dist—the ecstatic and the bilious. But Dinah walked 
as simply as if she were going to market, and seemed 
as uncoil scions of licr outward appearance as a little 
boy: there was no blush, no tremulousness, which 
said, “ 1 know yon think me a pretty woman, too 
young to preach j ” no casting np or down of tlie 
eyelids, no comjiression of the lips, no attitude of 
tlie arms, that said, “ But you must think of me as 
a saint.” She held no book in her iingloyed hands, 
but let them hang down lightly crossed before her, 
as she stood and turned her grey eyes on the people. 
There was no keonuess in tlie eyes; they seemed 
rather to be shedding love than making observa¬ 
tions ; they had the liquid 4ook which tells that the 
mind is fiill of what it has to give out, rather than 
impressed by external objects. She stood with her 
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left hand towards the descending sun, and leafy 
boughs screened her from its rays; but in this sober 
light the delicate colouring of her face seemed to 
gather a calm vividness, like flowers at evening. It 
was a small oval face, of a uniform transparent 
whiteness, with an egg-like line of cheek and chin, 
a full but film mouth, a delicate nostril, and a low 
perpendicular brow, surmounted by a rising arch of 
parting between smooth locks of pale redilisb hair. 
Tlie hair was drawn btraight back behind tlie cars, 
and covered, except fer an inch or two, above the 
brow, by a not Quaker cap. The eyebrows, of tlie 
same colour as the liair, wero perfectly horizontal and 
firmly pencilled; the eyclaslios, though no darker, 
wore long and abundant; nothing was left blurred or 
unfinisliod. It was one of those faces that make one 
think of white flowers with light touches of colour 
on their pure petals. Tlie eyes had no peculiar 
beauty, beyond that of expression; they looked so 
simple, so candid, so gravely loving, that no accusing 
scowl, no light sneer could help molting away before 
their glance. Joshua Eann gave a long cough, as 
if lie were clearing his throat in order to come to 
a new understanding with himself: Chad Cranage 
lifted up his leather skull-cap and scratched bis 
head; and Wiry Bon wondered how Seth had the 
pluck to think of courting her. 

“A sweet woman,” tlie stranger said to himself, 
“ but surely nature never meant her for a jireacher.” 

PorhKps he was one o# those who think that nature 
has theatrical properties, and, with the considerate 
view of facilitating art and psychology, “makes up" 
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tier characters, so that there may be no mistake about 
them. But Dinah began to speak. 

“ Dear friends,” she said, in a clear bnt not loud 
voice, “ let ns pray for a blessing.” 

She closed her eyes, and hanging her head down 
a little, continned in the some moderate tone, as if 
speaking to some one quite near her:— 

“ Saviour of sinners! when a poor woman, laden 
v/ith sins, went out to the well to draw water, she 
found Thee sitting at the well. She knew Thee 
not; she had not sought Thee ; her mind was dork ; 
her life was unholy. But Thou didst speak to her, 
Thou didst teach her, Thou didst show her that 
her life lay opon before Hiee, and yet Thou wast 
ready to give her that bli'ssing which sho had never 
sought. Jesus, Thou nit in the midst of us, and 
Thou knowest all men: if there is any here like 
that poor woman — if their minds are dark, their 
lives unholy—if they havo come out not seeking 
Thee, not desiring to be taught; deal with them 
according to the free mercy which Thou didst show 
to her. Speak to them. Lord; opon their ears to my 
message; bring their sins to their minds, and make 
them thirst for tliat salvation wliich Thou nit ready 
to give. 

“ TiOrd, Tliou art with Tliy people still: they see 
Tlieo in the night-watches, and their hearts burn 
within them as Thou talkest with them by the way. 
And Thou art near to tlioso who havo not known 
Thee: open their eyes tlialithoy may sec Thee—see 
Thee weeping over them, and saying *Ye will not 
come unto me that ye might have life*—see Thee 
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iianging t)n the oross and saying, 'Father, forgire 
them, for they know not what they do ’—see Thee as 
Thou wilt oomo again in Hiy gloiy to judge them at 
the last. Amen.” 

Dinah opened her eyes again and paused, looking 
at the group of villagers, who were now gathered 
rather more closely on her right hand. 

“Dear friends,” she began, raising her voice a 
little, '‘you have all of you been to church, and I 
think you must have beard the clergyman read these 
words : ‘ The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because 
ho hath anointed me to preach tlie gospel to the 
poor.’ Jesus Christ spoke those words—^he said he 
came to preach the Gospel to the poor: I don’t know 
whether you ever thought about those words much; 
but I will tell you when I remember first hearing 
them. It was on just such a sort of evening as this, 
when I was a little girl, and my aunt as brought me 
up, took me to hear a good man preach out of doors, 
just as wo are here. I remember his face well: he 
was a very old man, and luid very long white hair; 
his voice was very soft and beautiful, not like any 
voice I had over heard before. T was a little girl, 
and scarcely know anything, and this old man 
seemed to me such a diftorent soi't of a man from 
anybody I had ever soon before, that I thought he 
had perhaps come down from the sky to preach to 
ns, and I said, ' Aunt, will ho go back to the sky to¬ 
night, like the picture in the Bible ?* 

" Tfiat man of Gk>d w&b Mr Wesley, who spent hSs 
life in doing what our blessed Lord did—^preaching 
the Qospol to the poor—and he entered into his rest 



THE PREACHINa 


33 


eight years ago. 1 came to know more about him 
years afbori but I was a foolish thoughtless child 
then, and I remembered only one thing he told us in 
his sermon. He told us as ^Gospel' meant *good 
news.* The Gospel, you know, is what the Bible 
tells us about God. 

“ Think of that now 1 Jesus Christ did really come 
down from heaven, as I, like a silly child, thought 
Mr Wesley did; and what he came down for, was to 
tell good news about God to the poor. Why, you 
and me, dear friends, are poor. We have been 
brolight up in poor cottages, and have been reared 
on oat-cake, and lived coarse; and we haven^t been 
to school much, nor read books, and we don’t know 
much about anything but wliat happens just round 
us. Wo are just tho sort of people that want to hoar 
good nows. For when anybody’s well off, they don’t 
much mind about hearing news from distant parts; 
but if a poor man or woman’s in trouble and has hard 
work to make out a living, they like to have a letter 
to tell ’em they’ve got a friend as will help ’em. To 
be sure, we can’t help knowing something about God, 
even il* we’ve nov er heard tho Gospel, tho good news 
that our Saviour brought us. For we know every¬ 
thing comes from God: don’t you say almost every 
day, ‘ This and that will happen, please God; ’ and 
^ We shall begin to cut the grass soon, please God to 
send ns a little more sunshine’? We know very 
well we are altogether in the hands of God: we 
didn’t bring oursolvcs into t^e world, we can’t keep 
ourselves alive while we’re sleeping; the daylight, 
and the wind, and tho corn, and the oows to give us 

VOXi. I. 0 
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milk—everyiihmg we have comes fi^m God. And 
he gave ns our souls, and put love between parents 
and children, and husband and wife. But is that as 
much as we want to know about God? We see he 
is great and mighty, and can do what he will: we 
are lost, as if we was struggling in great waters, 
when we try to think of him. 

**But perhaps doubts come into your mind like 
this: Can God take much notice of us poor people ? 
Perhaps he only mad'^ the world for the great and 
the wise and the ricli. It doesn't cost him much to 
give us our little handful of victual and bit of cloth¬ 
ing ; but how do we know he cares for us any more 
than we care for the worms and things in the garden, 
so as we rear our carrots and onions? Will Gk)d 
take care of us when we die ? and has he any com¬ 
fort for us when we are lame and sick and helpless ? 
Perhaps, too, he is angry with us; else why does 
the blight come, and the bad harvests, and the fever, 
and all sorts of pain and trouble? For our life is 
full of trouble, and if God sends us good, he seems 
to send bad too. How is it? how is it? 

^^Ahl dear friends, we are in sad want of good 
news about God; and what does other good news 
signify if we haven’t that? For everything else 
comes to an end, and when we die we leave it all. 
But God lasts when everything else is gone. What 
shall we do if he is not our friend ? ” 

Then Dinah told how the good news had been 
brou^t, and how the q|ind of Gk>d towards the poor 
had been made manifest in the life of Jesus, dwell¬ 
ing on its lowliness and its acts of mercy. 
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V So yon see, dear firiondB/^ sho went on, Jesns 
spent liis time almost all in doing good to poor 
people; he preached out of doors to tliom, and he 
made friends of poor workmen, and taught them and 
took pains with them. Not but what he did good to 
the rich too, for he was full of love to all men, only 
he saw as the poor were more in want of his help. 
So he cured the lame and tho sick and the blind, and 
he worked miracles, to feed tlie hungry, because, he 
said, he was sorry for them; and he was very kind 
to the little children, and comfort.ed those who liad 
lost their fiiends : and he spoke very tenderly to 
poor sinners that were sorry for their sins. 

**AhI wouldn’t you love such a man if you saw 
him—if he was here in this village ? Wliat a kind 
heart he must have I What a friend he would bo to 
go to in trouble I How pleasant it must be to bo 
taught by him. 

“Well, doar friends, who was this man? Was ho 
only a good man—a very good man, and no more— 
like our dear Mr Wesley, who has been taken from 
us ? ... Ho was the Son of God — *in tlie 
image of the Fatlior,’ tho Jlible says; that means, 
just like Qod, who is the beginning and end of all 
things—the God wo want to know ab'.iit. So then, 
all the love that Jesus showed to tl. j poor is the 
same love that God has for us. Wo can understand 
what Jesus felt, because ho came in a body like ours, 
and spoke words such as we speak to each other. 
We were afraid to tliink w^t God was before—^tbe 
God who made the world and the sky and the thun¬ 
der and lightning. We could never see him; we 
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could only see tlie things he had made; and some of 
these things was very terrible, so as we might well 
tremble when we thought of him. But our blessed 
Saviour has shpwed us what God is in a way us poor 
ignorant people can undorstand; he has showed us 
whpt God's heart is, what are his feelings towards 
us. 

**But let us see a little more about what Jesus 
came on earth for. Another time he said, ^ I came 
to seek and to save I hat which was lost; ’ and an¬ 
other tijjie, *1 came not to call tlie righteous but 
sinners to repentance.’ 

Tlie lost / • • • Sinners / • • • Ah I dear 
friends, docs that moan you and mo ?” 

Hitherto the traveller had been chained to the 
spot against his will by tlie charm of Dinah's mellow 
treble tones, which had a variety of modulation like 
that of a fine instrument touched witli the uncon¬ 
scious sldU of musical instinct. The simple things 
she said seemed like novelties, as a melody strikes 
us with a now feeling when wo hear it sung by the 
pure voice of a boyish chorister; tlie quid depth of 
conviction with which she spoke seemed in itself an 
evidence for Hie truth of her message. Ho saw that 
she had thoroughly arrested her hearers. The vil¬ 
lagers had pressed nearer to her, and tliero was no 
longer anything but grave attention on all faces. 
She spoke slowly, though quite fluently, often paus¬ 
ing a|l:er a question, or before any transition of ideas. 
There was no change «f attitude, no gesture; the 
effect of her speesch was produced entirely by the 
inflections of her voice, and when she came to the 
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question, Will God take care of us when we die ? ** 
she uttered it in such a tone of plaintive appeal that 
the tears came into some of the liardest eyes. The 
stranger had ceased to doubt, as he had done at 
the first glance, that she could fix the attention of 
her rougher hearers, but still he wondered whether 
she could have that power of rousing their more 
violent emotions, which must surely be a necessary 
seal of her vocation as a Methodist preacher, until 
she came to the words, “Lost!—Sinners!” when 
there was a great change in her voice and mamier. 
She had made a long pause before the exclamation, 
and tlie pause seemed to bo filled by agitating 
thoughts tliat showed themselves in her features. 
HfT pale face became paler; the circles under her 
eyes deepened, as they do when tears half gather 
without falling ; and the mild loving eyes took an ex¬ 
pression of appalled pity, as if she had suddenly dis¬ 
cerned a destroying angel hovering over the heads 
of the people. Her voice became deep and muffled, 
but tiiore was still no gesture. Nothing could he 
less like the ordinary type of the Banter than Dinah. 
She was not preaching as she heard others preach, 
but speaking directly from her own emotions, and 
under the inspiration of her own simple faith. 

But now she had entered into a new current of 
feeling. Her manner became less calm, her utter¬ 
ance more rapid and agitated, as she tried to bring 
home to the people their guilt, their wilful darkness, 
their state of disobedience t<#God—as she dwelt on 
the hatefulness of sin, the Divine holiness, and tho 
BufreringB of the Saviour, by which a way had been 
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opened for their salvation. At last it seemed as if, 
in her yoaniing desire to reolaim the lost' sheep, 
she cotdd not be satisfied by addressing her hearers 
as a body. She appealed first to one and then to 
another, beseeching them with tears to turn to God 
while there was yet time; painting to them the 
desolation of their souls, lost in sin, feeding on the 
husks of this miserable world, far away fram God 
their Father; and then the love of the Saviour, who 
was waiting and watching for their return. 

There was many a responsive sigh and groan 
irom her fellow-Methodists, but the village mind 
does not easily take fire, and a little smouldering 
vague anxiety, that might easily die out again, was 
the utmost eifect Dinah’s preaching had wrought in 
them at present Yet no one had retired, except 
tlie children and “ old Feyther Taft,” who being too 
deaf to catch many words, had some time ago gone 
back to his ingle-nook. Wiry Ben was feeling very 
uncomfortable, and almost wishing he had not come 
to hear Dinah; he thought what she said would 
haunt him somehow. Yet he couldn’t help liking 
to look at her and listen to her, though he dreaded 
every moment that she would fix her eyes on him, 
and address liim in particular. Bhe had already 
addressed Sandy Jim, ‘who was now holding the 
baby to relieve his wife, and the big soft-hearted 
man had rubbed away some tears with his fist, 
with a confused intention of being a lietter fellow, 
going less to the Eol¥|)r Bush down by the Stone- 
pits, and cleaning himself more regularly of a 
Sunday. 
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Id front of Sandj Jim stood Chad's Bess, who had 
shown, an unwonted quietude and fixity of attention 
ever sinoe Dinah had begun to speak. hTot that 
the matter of the disoourse had arrested her at once, 
for she was lost in a puzzling speculation as to what 
pleasure and satis&etion there oould be in life to 
a young woman who wore a cap like Dinah's. Giv¬ 
ing up this inquiry in despair, she took to studying 
Dinah's nose, eyes, mouth, and hair, and wondering 
whether it was better to have such a sort of pale 
face as that, or fat red cheeks and round black eyes 
like her own. But gradually the influence of the 
general graTity told upon her, and she became con¬ 
scious of what Dinah was saying. The gentle 
tones, the loving persuasion, did not touch her, 
but when the more severe appeals came she began 
to be frightened. Poor Bessy had always been con¬ 
sidered a naughty girl; she was conscious of it; if 
it was necessary to be veiy good, it was clear she 
must be in a bad way. She couldn't find her places 
at church as Sally Rann could; she had often been 
tittering when she “ curclieyed ” to Mr Irwine; and 
these religious deficiencies were accompanied by a 
corresponding slackness in the minor morals, for 
Bessy belonged unquestionably to tliat unsoapod, 
lazy class of feminine characters with whom you 
may venture to “ eat an egg, an apple, or a nut.” 
All this she was generally conscious of, and hitherto 
liad not been greatly ashamed of it. But now she 
began to feel very mudmas if the constable liad 
come to take her up and cany her before the justice 
for some undefined ofience. She had a terrified 
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sense that God, whom she had always thought of 
as very far off, was very near to her, and that Jesus 
was close by looking at her, though she eould not 
see him. For Dinah had that belief in visible mani¬ 
festations of Jesus, which is common among tho 
Methodists, and she communicated it irresistibly to 
her hearers: she made them feel that he was among 
them bodily, and might at any moment show himself 
to them in some way that would strike anguish and 
penitence into their h*''.rts. 

“Seel” she exclaimed, turning to the left, with 
her eyes dxed on a point above the heads of the 
people—“see where our blessed Lord stands and 
weeps, and stretches out his arms towards you. 
Hear what he says; * How often would I have 
gathered you as a hen gatlioreth her chickens under 
her wings, and ye would not!’ • • . and ye 

would not,” she repeated, in a tone of pleading 
reproach, turning her eyes on the people again. 
“ See the print of the nails on his dear liands and 
feet It is your sins tliat made them! Ah! how 
pale and worn he looks! He lias gone t1 trough all 
that great agony in the garden, when his soul was 
exceeding sorrowful even unto death, and the great 
drops of sweat fell like blood to the ground. They 
spat upon him and buffeted him, they scourged him, 
they mocked him, they laid the heavy cross on his 
bruised shoulders. Then they nailed him np. Ah I 
what pain! His lips are parched with thirst, and 
they mook him still in ihis great agony; yet with 
those parched lips he prays for tlxem, ' Father, for* 
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give them, for they know not what they do.* Then 
a horror of great darkness fell upon him, and he felt 
what sinners feel when they ore for ever shut out 
from God. That was the last drop in the cup of 
bitterness. ‘ My Gh)d, my God! ’ he dies, * why 
hast Thou forsaken me?* 

* “ All tins he bore for you I For you—and you 

novel think of him; for you—and you turn your 
backs on him; you don’t care what he has gone 
through for you. Yet he is not weary of toiling for 
you: he has risen from tlie dead, he is praying for 
you at the right hand of God — ‘Father, forgive 
them, for tliey know not what they do.’ And he 
is upon this earth, too; he is among us; he is 
tliere close to you now; I see his wounded body 
and his look of love.” 

Hero Dinah turned to Bessy Cranage, whose bonny 
youth and evident vanity had touched her with pity. 

“ Poor child ! poor child! He is beseeching you, 
and you don't listen to him. You think of ear-rings 
and fine gowns and caps, and you never think of the 
iSaviour who died to save your precious soul. Your 
cheeks will be shrivelled one day, your hair will be 
grey, your poor body will be thin and tottering 1 
Then you will begin to feel that your soul is not 
saved; then you will have to staiid before God 
dressed in your sins, in your evil tempers and vain 
thoughts. And Jesus, who stands ready to help 
you now, won’t help you then: because you won’t 
have him to be your Savioiun he will be your judge. 
Now he looks at you with love and mercy, and says, 
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‘Come to me tbat you may Karo life;* then he will 
turn away from you, and say, ‘ Depart from me into 
everlasting fire I * ” 

Poor Bessy’s wido-open black eyes began to fill 
with tears, her great red cheeks and lips became 
quite pale, and her faoe was distorted like a little 
child’s before a burst of crying. 

“ Ah I poor lilind child 1 ” Dinah went on, ** think 
if it should happen to you as it once happened to 
a servant of God in the days of her vanity. JShe 
thought of her lace caps, and saved all her money 
to buy ’em; she thought nothing about how she 
might get a clean heart and a right spirit, she only 
wanted to have bettor lace thui other girls. And 
one day when she put her new cap on and looked 
in the glass, she saw a bleeding Face crowned with 
thorns. That face is looking at you now,”—here 
Dinah pointed to a spot close in fi'ont of Bessy.— 
“Ahl tear off those follies 1 cast them away firom 
you, as if they were stinging adders. They are 
stinging you—they are poisoning your soul—^they 
are dragging you down into a dark boHomless pit, 
where you wiU sink for ever, and for ever, and for 
ever, further away from light and Gk>d.” 

Bessy could^ bear it no longer: a great terror was 
upon her, and wrenching her ear-rings from her ears, 
she threw them down before her, sobbing aloud. 
Her father, Chad, frightened lest he should be laid 
hold,on” too, this impression on the rebellious Bess 
striking him as nothing less than a miracle, walked 
hastily away, and began to work at his anvil by way 

reassuring himselfr “ Folks mun ha* hoss-shoes, 
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praiollin' or no praioliin^: the divil canna lay hould 
o’ me for that,” he muttered to himselfl 

But now Dinah began to tell of the joys that were 
in store for the penitent, and to describe in her 
simple way the divine peace and love with which 
the soul of the believer is filled—^how the sense of 
God’s love turns poverty into riches, and satisfies 
the soul, so that no uneasy desire vexes it, no fear 
alarms it: how, at last, the very temptation to sin 
is extinguished, and heaven is begun upon earth, 
because no cloud passes between the soul and God, 
who is its eternal sun. 

''Dear friends,” she said at last, "brothers and 
sisters, whom [ love as those for whom my Lord 
has died, believe me, 1 know what this great blessed¬ 
ness is ; and because 1 know it, I want you to have 
it too. I am poor, like you: 1 have to get my liv¬ 
ing with my hands; but no lord nor lady can be so 
happy as me, if they haven’t got tlie love of God in 
their souls. Think what it is—not to hate anything 
but sin; to be full of love to every creature; to be 
frightened at nothing; to bo sure that all things 
will turn to good; not to mind pain, because it is 
our Father’s will; to know that nothing—no, not 
if the earth was to be burnt up, or the waters come 
tmd drown us—nothing oould part us finm God who 
loves us, and who fills our souls with peace and joy, 
because we are sure that whatever he wills is holy, 
just, and good. 

" Dear friends, come andstake this blessedness; it 
is offered to you; it is the good news that Jesus 
came to preach to the poor* It is not like the riches 
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of this world, so that the more one gets the less the 
rest can have. God is without end; his love is 
without end— 

* Its streams the whole creation reach, 

So plenteous is the store ; 

Enough for all, enough for each, 

Enough for evermore.’" 

Dinah had been speaking at least an hour, and the 
reddening liglit of tlie parting day seemed to give a 
solemn empliasis to ht r closing words. The stranger, 
who had been interested in the course of her sermon, 
as if it had been the development of a drama—for 
there is this sort of fascination in all sincere unpre¬ 
meditated eloquence, wliich opens to ono the inward 
di'ama of the speaker’s emotions—now turned liis 
horse aside, and pursued his way, while Dinah said, 
Let us sing a little, dear friends ; ” and as he was 
still winding down tbo slope, the voices of the Metho¬ 
dists reached him, rising and falling in that strange 
blending of exultation and sadness which belongs to 
the cadence of a hymn. 
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CHAPTER III. 

AFTER THE PREACHING. 

In less than an honr from that timo Seth Bede was 
walking by Dinah’s side along the hedgerow-path 
that skirted the pastures and gi-een corii-fieldB which 
lay between the village and tlio Hall Farm. Dinah 
had taken oiT her little Quaker bonnet again, and was 
holding it in her hands tliat she might have a freer 
enjoyment of the cool evening twilight, and Seth 
could see the expression of her face quite clearly as 
he walked by her side, timidly revolving somctliing 
he wanted to say to her. It was an osprossion of 
unconscious placid gravity—of absorption in thoughts 
that had no connection with the present moment or 
with her own personality: an exprofision that is 
most of all discouraging to a lover. Her very walk 
was discouraging: it had that quiet elasticity that 
asks for no support. Seth felt this dimly ,* he said 
to himself, “ She’s too good and holy for any man, let 
alone me,” and the words h^ had been summoning 
rushed back again before they had reached his lips. 
But another thought gave him courage: **There’s 
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no man could love her better, and leave her freer to 
follow the Lord’s work." They had been silent for 
many minutes now, since they had done talking 
about Eessy Cranage; Dinah seemed almost to have 
forgotten Seth’s presence, and her pace was becom¬ 
ing so much quicker, that the sense of their being 
only a few minutes’ walk from the yard-gates of the 
Hall Farm at I'let gave Seth courage to speak. 

“ You’ve quite made up your mind to go back to 
Snowfiold o’Saturday Dinah?” 

“Yes," said Dinah, quietly. “I’m called there. 
It was borne in upon my mind while 1 was medi¬ 
tating on Sunday night, as Sister Allen, who’s in a 
decline, is in need of me. I saw her as plain as we 
see that bit of thin white cloud, lifting up her poor 
thin hand and beckoning to me. And this morning 
when I opened the Bible for direction, the first wowls 
my eyes fell on were, * And after wo had seen the 
vision, immediately wo endeavoured to go into Mace¬ 
donia.’ If it wasn’t for that clear showing of the 
Lord’s will 1 should be loath to go, for my heart 
yearns over my aunt and her little oiujs, and that 
poor wandering lamb Hetty Sorrcd. I’ve been much 
drawn out in jjrayer for her of la^ e, anu I look on it 
as a token that there may be mercy in store* for 
her.” 

“ Gk)d grant it,” said Seth* “ For I doubt Adam’s 
heart is so set on her, he’ll never turn to anybody 
else*; and yet it ’ud go to my heart if he was to 
marry her, for I canni. think os she’d make him 
happy. It’s a deep mystery—the way the heart of 
man turns to one woman out of all the rest he’s seen 
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f lihe world, and makes it easier for him to work 
seven year for Asr, like Jacob did for Bachel, sooner 
than have any other woman for ih’ asking. I often 
think of them words, * And Jacob served seven years 
for Ra(^el; and they seemed to him but a few days 
for the love he had to her.* 1 know those words *ud 
come true with me, Dinah, if so be you’d give mo 
hope as I might win you after seven years was over. 
I know you think a husband ’ud bo taking up too 
much o* your tlioughts, because St Paul says, ' She 
that’s married careth for the things of the world bow 
she may please her husband;* and may happen 
you’ll think me over-bold to speak to you about 
it again, after what you told me o’ your mind last 
Saturday. But I’ve been thinking it over again by 
night and by day, and I’ve prayed not to be blinded 
by my own desires, to think what’s only good for 
me must be good for you too. And it seems to me 
there’s more texts for your marrying than ever you 
can hnd against it. For St Paul says as plain as 
can be in another place, *1 will that the younger 
women marry, bear children, guide the house, give 
none occasion to the adversary to speak reproach¬ 
fully;* and then ‘two are better than one;’ and 
that holds good with marriage as well as with other 
things. For we should be o’ one heart and o’ one 
■mind, Dinah. We both servo the same Master, and 
are striving after the same gifts; and I’d never be 
the husband to make a claim on you as could inter¬ 
fere with your doing the v^rk God has fitted you 
far* l*d make a shift, and fend indoor and out, to 
give yon more liberty—more than yon can have 
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now, for you’ve got to get your own living now, and 
Tm strong enough to work for ns both.” 

When Seth had once begun to urge his suit, he 
went on earnestly, and almost hurriedly, lest Dinah 
should speak some decisive word before he had 
poured forth all the arguments he had prepared. 
His cheeks became flushed as he went on, his mild 
grey eyes filled with tears, and his voice trembled as 
he spoke the last sentence. They had reached one 
of those very narrow passes between two tall stones, 
which performed the c ifico of a stile in Loamshire, 
and Dinah paused as she turned towards Seth and 
said, in her tender but calm treble notes— 

“Seth Bede, I thank you for your love towards 
me, and if I could think of any man as more than a 
Christian brother, I think it would be you. But my 
heart is not free to many. That is good for other 
women, and it is a great and a blessed thing to be 
a wife and mother; but ‘ as God has distributed to 
every man, as the Lord hath called every man, so 
let him walk.’ God has called me to minister to 
others, not to have any joys or sorrows of my own, 
but to rejoice with them that do rejoice, and to weep 
with those that weep. He has called mo to speak - 
his word, and he has greatly owned my work It 
could only be on a very clear showing that I could 
leave the brethren and sisters at Snowfield, who are 
favoured with very little of this world’s good; where 
the trees are few, so that a child might count them, 
and there’s very hard chving for the poor in the 
winter. It has been given me to help, to comfort, 
and strengthen the little flock there, and to call in 
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many wanderers; and my soul is filled with these 
things from my rising np till my lying down. My 
• life is too shorty and Gk)d’s work is too great for me 
to think of making a home for myself in this world. 
I’ve not tamed a deaf ear to yoni words, Seth, for 
when I saw as your love was given to me, I thought 
it might be a leading of Providence for me to change 
my way of life, and that we should be fellow-helpers; 
and I spread the matter before the Lord. But when¬ 
ever I tried to fix my mind on marriage, and our liv¬ 
ing together, other thoughts always came in—the 
times when I’ve prayed by the sick and dying, and 
the happy hours I’ve had preaching, when my heart 
was filled with love, and the Word was given to me 
abundantly. And when I’ve opened the Bible fisr 
direction, I’ve always lighted on some olear word to 
tell me where my work lay. I believe what you say, 
Seth, that you would try to be a help and not a 
hindrance to my work ; but I see that our marriage 
is not Gk>d's will—He draws my heart another way. 
1 desire to live and die without husband or children. 
I seem to have no room in my soul for wants and 
fears of my own, it has pleased God to fill my heart 
so full with the wants and sufferings of his poor 
people.” 

Seth was unable to reply, and they walked on in 
silence. At last, as they were nearly at the yard- 
gate, he said— 

“ Well, Dinah, I must seek for strength to bear it, 
and to endure as seeing Him vi^o is invisible. But 
I feel now how weak my faith is. It seems aa if^ 
when you are gone, I could never joy in anything 
, voh. L D 
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any more. I think it’s something passing the love 
of women as I feel for you, for I could be content 
without your manying me if I could go abd live at • 
Snowfield, and be near you. I trusted as the strong 
lore Gk)d had given me towards you was a leading 
for us both; but it seems it was only meant for my 
trial. Perhaps I feel more for you than 1 ought to 
feel for any creature, for I often oan’t help saying of 
you what tlie hymn says— 

*Ia darkest aharles if she appear, 

My dawning jb begun; 

She is my soul’s bright moming-star. 

And she my rising sun.’ 

That may be wrong, and I am to be taught better. 
But you wouldn't be displeased with me if things 
turned ont so as I could leave this country and go 
to live at Snowfield?” 

“ No, Seth; but I counsel you to wait patiently, 
and not lightly to leave your own country and 
kindred. Do nothing without the Lord’s clear bid¬ 
ding. It's a bleak and barren country there, not 
like this land of Goshen you've been used to. We 
mustn’t be in a hurry to fix and choose our own lot; 
we must wait to be guided.” 

^*But you’d let me write you a letter, Diuah^’^ 
there was anything I wanted to tell you ? ” 

“ Yes, sure; let me know if you’re in any trouble. 
You’ll be continually in my prayers.” 

They had now reached the yard-gate, and Seth 
said, 1 won’t go Dinah; so JuewelL” He 
paused and hesitated after she had given him her 
hand, and then said, There’s no knowing but what 
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yon may see tilings different after a while. There 
may be a new leading.” 

** Let ns leave that, Seth. It’s good to Uve only 
a moment at a time, as Tve read in one of Mr 
Wesley^B books. It isn’t for you and me to lay 
plans; we’ve notiiing to do but to obey and to trust. 
FarewelL” 

Dinah pressed his hand with rather a sad look in 
her loving eyes, and then passed through the gate, 
while Seth turned away to walk lingeringly home. 
But instead of taking the direct road, he chose to 
turn back along the fields through which he and 
Dinah had already passed; and I think his blue 
linen handkerchief was very wet with tears long 
before he had made up his mind that it was time for 
him to set his face steadily homewards. He was 
but three-and-twenty, and had only just learned 
what it is to lovo — to love with that adoration 
which a young man gives to a woman whom ho 
feels to be greater and better than himself. Love 
of this sort is hardly distinguishable from religious 
feeling. What deep and worthy love is so ? whether 
of woman or child, or art or music. Our caresses, 
our tendor words, our still rapture under the in¬ 
fluence of autumn sunsets, or pillared vistas, or 
calm majestic statues, or Beethoven symphonies, oH 
bring with them the oonseiousness that they are 
mere waves and ripples in an xmfathomable ocean 
of love and beauty; our emotion in its keenest 
moment passes from expremion into silence, our 
love at its highest flood rushes beyond its oljeot, 
and loses ilsclf in the sense of divine mystery. 



53 


ADAM BBDI, 


And this blessed gift of venerating love has been 
given to too many liumble craftsmen since the world 
began, for ns to feel any smprise that it should 
have existed in the soul of a Methodist caipenter 
half a century ago, while there was yet a lingering 
afber-glow from the time when Wesley and his fel¬ 
low-labourer fed on the hips and haws of the Corn¬ 
wall hedges, after exhausting limbs and lungs in 
carrying a divine message to the poor. 

That after-glow has long faded away; and Ibe 
picture we are apt to make of Methodism in our 
imagination is not an amphitheatre of green hills, 
or the deep shade of broad-leaved sycamores, where 
a crowd of rough men and weary-hearted women 
drank in a frith which was a rudunentaiy culture, 
which linked their thoughts with the past, lifted 
their imagination above the sordid details of their 
own narrow lives, and suffused their souls with the 
sense of a pitying, loving, infinite Presence, sweet 
as summer to the houseless needy. It is too pos¬ 
sible that to some of my readers Methodism may 
mean nothing more than low-pitched gables up 
dingy streets, sleek grocers, sponging preachers, 
and hypocritical jargon — elements which aro re¬ 
garded as an exhaustive analysis of Methodism in 
many fashionable quarters. 

That would be a pity; for I cannot pretend that 
Seth and Dinah were anything else than Methodists 
—not indeed of that modem type whidi reads quar¬ 
terly reviews and attends in chapels with pillared 
porticoes; but of a very old-frshinned kind. They 
believed in present miracles, in instantaneous con- 
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versions, in revelations by dreams and visions; they 
drew lots, and sought for Divine guidanoe by open¬ 
ing the Bible at hazard; having a literal way of 
interpreting the Scriptures, which is not at all sanc¬ 
tioned by approved commentators; and it is impos¬ 
sible for me to represent their diction as correct, 
or their instmction as liberal. StiU—if I have read 
religious history aright—faith, hope, and charity have 
not always been found in a direct ratio with a sensi¬ 
bility to the three concords; and it is possible, thank 
Heaven I to have very erroneous theories and very 
sublime feelings. The raw bacon which clumsy Molly 
spares from her own scanty store, tliat she may carry 
it to her neighbour’s child to “ stop tlie fits,” may 
be a piteously inefiGcacious remedy; but tlie gen¬ 
erous stirring of neighbourly kindness that prompted 
the deed has a beneficent radiation that is not lost. 

Oonsideiing tliese things, we can hardly think 
Dinah and Seth beneath our sympathy, accustomed 
as we may be to weep over the loftier sorrows of 
heroines in satin boots and crinoline, and of heroes 
riding fieiy horses, themselves ridden by still moro 
fiery passions. 

Poor Seth I he was never on horseback in his life 
except once, when ho was a little lad, and Mr Jona¬ 
than Biurge took him up behind, telling him to 
** hold on tight; ” and instead of bursting out into 
wild accusing apostrophes to God and destiny, he 
is resolving, as he now walks homeward under the 
solemn starlight, to repress %is sadness, to be less 
bent on having his own will, and to live more for 
others, as Dinah does* 



54 


ClIArXER IV. 

H0]\1E AND ITS SOmiOWS, 

A GREEN valley witli a brook ninuing through it^ 
full almost to overflowuig with the late rains; over¬ 
hung by low stooping willows. Across this brook 
a plank is thrown, and over this plank Adam Bede 
is passing with his undoubting step, followed olose 
by Gyp with the basket; evidently making his way 
to the thatched house, with a stack of timber by the 
side of it, about twenty yards up the opposite slope. 

The door of the house is open, and an elderly 
woman is looking out *, but she is not placidly con¬ 
templating the evening sunshine; she has been 
watching with dim eyes the gradually enlarging 
speck which for the last few minutes she has bo^ 
quite sure is her darling son Adam. Lisbeth Bede 
loves her son with the love of a woman to whcnn her 
first-born has come late in life. She is an anxions, 
spare, yet vigorous old woman, clean afl a snowdrop. 
Her grey hair is turned neatly back under a pure 
linen cap with a black band round it; her broad 
chest is covered with a buff neckerchief, and bdow 
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this 7 <ra see a sort of short bed-gown made of blue- 
checkered linen, tied round the waist and descend¬ 
ing to the hips, from whence there is a considerable 
length of linsey-wolsey petticoat. For Idsbeth is 
tall, and in other points too there is a strong like¬ 
ness between her and her son Adam. Her dark 
eyes ore somewhat dim now — perhaps from too 
much ciying—but her broadly-marked eyebrows 
are still black, her teeth are sound, and as she 
stands knitting rapidly and unconsciously with her 
work-hardened hands, she has as hrmly-upright an 
attitude as when she is carrying a pail of water on 
her head from the spring. There is tlio same type 
of frame and tire same keen activity of temperament 
in mother and son, but it was not from her tliat 
Adam got his well-filled brow and his expression 
of large-hearted intelligence. 

Family likeness has often a deep sadness in it. 
Nature, that great tragic dramatist, knits us to¬ 
gether by bone and muscle, and divides us by the 
subtler web of our brains; blends yearning and re¬ 
pulsion; and ties us by our heart-strings to the 
beings that jar us at every movement. We hear a 
voice with the very cadence of our own uttering the 
thoughts we despise; we see eyes—ah I so like our 
mother's—averted fit)m us in cold alienation; and 
.our last darling child startles us with the air and 
gestures of the sister we parted from in bitterness 
long yesus ago. The frither to whom we owe our 
best heritage—the mecharioal instinct, the keen 
sensibiLify to harmony, the unconscious skill of the 
modelling hand—^galls us, and puts us to shame by 
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his daily errors; the long-lost mother, whose &C6 
we begin to see in the glass as our own wrinkles 
come, once fretted our young souls with her anxious 
humours and irrational persistence. 

It is such a fond anxious mother’s voice tliat you 
hear, as Lisbeth says— 

‘‘Well, my lad, it’s gone seven by th’ clock. 
Thee’t allays stay till the last child’s bom. Thee 
wants tliy supper, I’ll warrandL Wliero’s Seth? 
gone arter some c’s chapellin’, I reckon?” 

“Ay, ay, Seth’s ut no harm, mother, thee mayst 
be sure. But where's &ther ? ” said Adam quickly, 
as he entered the house and glanced into the room 
on the left hand, which was used as a workshop. 
“ Hasn’t he done the coiBii for Tholer ? There’s the 
stuff standing just as I left it this morning.” 

“ Done the coffin ? ” said Lisbeth, following him, 
and knitting uninterruptedly, though she looked 
at her son very anxiously. “ Eh, my lad, he went 
aff to Treddlos’on this foi'enoon, an’s niver come 
bock. I doubt he’s got to th’ ‘ Waggin Overthrow ’ 
again.” 

A deep flush of anger passed rapidly over Adam’s 
face. He said notliing, but threw off his jacket, and 
began to roll up his shirt-sleoves atpiin. 

“ What art goin’ to do, Adam ? ” said the mother, 
with a tone and look of alarm. “Thee wouldstna 
go to work again, wi’out ha’in thy bit o’ supper?" 

Adam, too angry to speak, walked into the work¬ 
shops But his mother threw down her knitting, 
and, hurrying after him, took hold of his arm, and 
said, in a tone of plaintive remonstrance— 
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Nay, my lad, my lad, theo munna go wi'oiit thy 
supper; there’s the taters wi’ the gravy iu ’em, just 
as thee lik’st ’em. I saved ’em o’ purpose for tliee. 
Come an’ ha’ thy supper, come.” 

^^Let be!” said Adam impetuously, shaking her 
off, and seizing one of the planks that stood against 
the wall. ‘^It’s fino talking about having su 2 jpcr 
when here’s a coiSn promised to be ready at Rrox’on" 
by seven o’clock to-mon’ow morning, and ought to 
ha* been there now, and not a nail struck yet. My 
throat’s too full to swallow victuals.” 

“Why, thee canstna got the coffin ready,” said 
Lisbeth. “Thee’t work thyself to death. It ’ud 
take thee all night to du’t.” 

“ What signifies how long it takes rao ? Isn’t the 
coffin promised? Can ll)cy bury the man witliout a 
coffin? I'd work my right hand oil’ sooner than de¬ 
ceive people with lies i’ that way. It iriakos mo mod 
to think on’t. I shall ovemm theso doings before 
long. I’ve stood enough of ’em.” 

Poor Lisbeth did not hear this tijreat for the first 
time, and if she had been wise she would have gone 
away quietly, and said notliing for the next hour. 
But one of the lessons a w'oman most rarely learns, 
is never to talk to an angry or a diunkon man. Lis- 
both sat down on tlio chopping bonch and began 
to oiy, and by tlio time she had cried enough to 
make her voice very piteous, she burst out into 
words. 

“Nay, my lad, my lad, tlfee wouldstna go away 
an* break tliy mother’s heart, an’ leave thy feyther to 
min. Thee wouldstna ha’ ’em carry me to th’ church* 
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yard, an* thee not to follow me. I sharnia rest i* my 
gTave if 1 donna see thee at th’ last; an’ how’s they 
to let thee know as I’m a-dyin’, if thee’t gone a^work- 
in’ i’ distant parts, an’ Seth belike gone alter thee, 
and tliy feyther not able to hold a pen fop’s hand 
shakin’, besides not knowin’ where thee art? Thee 
mitA forgie thy feyther — thee muiina be so bitter 
again’ him. He war a good feyther to thee afore he 
took to th’ drir k. He’s a clover workman, an’ taught 
thee thy trade, remember, an’s niver gen me a blow 
nor BO much as an ill word—^no, not even in’s drink. 
Thee wouldstna ha’ ’m to the workhus—thy own 
feyther—an’ him as was a fine-growed man an’ handy 
at everythin’ amost as thee art thysen, five-an’-twenty 
’ear ago, when thee wast a baby at the breast.” 

Lisbcth’s voice became louder, and choked with 
sobs: a sort of wail, the most irritating of all sounds 
whore real sorrows are to be borne, and real work to 
be done. Adam broke in impatiently. 

** Now, mother, don’t cry and talk sa Haven't I 
got enough to vex me without that? What’s th’ 
use o’ telling me tilings as I only think too much on 
every day ? If I didna think on ’em why should I 
do as I do, for the sake o’ keeping things together 
here ? But I hate to be talking where it’s no use 1 1 
like to keep my breath for doing istead o’ talking.” 

I know thee dost things as nobody else ’ud do, 
my lad. But thee’t allays so hard upo’ thy feyther, 
Adam. Thee think’st nothing too muoh to do for 
Seth; thee snapp’st md^up if iver I find faut wi’ th’ 
lad. But tlieo't so angered wi’ thy feyther, more nor 
wi’ anybody else.” 
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"That^s better than, speaking soft, and letting 
things go the wrong way, I reckon, isn’t it? If 1 
wasn’t shaip with him, he’d*' sell every bit o’ stuff i* 
th' yard, and spend it on drink. I know there’s a 
duty to be done by my father, but it isn’t my duty 
to encourage him in running headlong to ruin. And 
what has Seth got to do with it? The lad does no 
harm as I know o£ But leave mo alone, motlier, and 
let me get on with the work.” 

lisbetli dared not say any more ; but she got up 
and called Gyp, thinking to console herself somewhat 
for Adam’s refusal of the supper she had spread out 
in the loving expectation of looking at him while he 
ate it, by feeding Adam’s dog with extra liberality 
But Gyp was watching his master with wrinkled 
brow and cars erect, puzzled at this unusual course 
of things; and though he glanced at Lisbeth when 
she called him, and moved his fore-paws uneasily, 
well knowing tliat she was inviting him to supper, 
he was in a divided state of mind, and remained 
seated on his haunches, again fixing his eyes anxi¬ 
ously on his master. Adam noticed Gyp’s mental 
conflict, and though his anger had made him less 
tender than usual to his mother, it did not prevent 
him from caring as much as usual for his dog. We 
are apt to be kinder to the brutes that love us than 
to the women that love us. Is it because the brutes 
are dumb ? 

** Gk>, Gyp; go, lad I ” Adam said, in a tone of en¬ 
couraging command; and G^p, apparently satisfied 
that duty and pleasure were one, followed Lisbeth 
into the house-place. 
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But no sooner had he licked up his supper than 
he went back to his master, while Lisbeth sat down 
alone to ciy over her knitting. Women who are never 
bitter and resentful are often the most querulous; 
and if Solomon was as wise as he is reputed to be, 
I feel sure that when he compared a contentious 
Wjman to a continual dropping on a very rainy day, 
he had not a vixen in his eye—a fury witli long nails, 
acrid and self sh. Depend upon it, he meant a good 
creature, who had no joy but in the happiness of the 
loved ones whom she contributed to make uncomfort¬ 
able, putting by all the tid-bits for them, and spend¬ 
ing nothing on herself. Such a woman as Lisbeth, 
for example—at once patient and complaining, self- 
ronoxuicing and exacting, brooding the livelong day 
over what happened yesterday, and what is likely to 
happen to-morrow, and crying very readily both at 
the good and the evil. But a certain awe mingled 
itself with her idolatrous love of Adam, and when he 
said, Leave mo alone," she was always silenced. 

Bo the hours passed, to tlie loud ticking of the old 
day-clock and the sound of Adam’s tools. At last he 
called for a light and a draught of water (beer was 
a thing only to be drunk on holidays), and I '^sbeth 
ventured to say as she took it in, Thy supper stans 
ready for thee, when thee lik’st.” 

“ Donna thee sit up, mother,” said Adam, in a 
gentle tone. He had worked off his anger now, 
and whenever he wished to be especially kind to 
his motlier, he fell intd his strongest native accent 
and dialect, with which at other times his speech 
was less deeply tinged. ** I'll see to &ther when he 
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oomes home ; maybe he wonna oome at all to-night. 
I fihall be easier if thee^t V bed.” 

** Nay, ril bide till Seth comes. He wonna bo long 
now, I reckon,” 

It was then past nine by tlie clock, which was 
always in advance of the day, and before it had 
struck ten the latch was lifted and Seth entered. 
He had heard the sound of the tools as he was 
approaching. 

**Why, mother,” he said, “how is it as father’s 
working so late?” 

“ It’s none o’ thy feyther as is a-workin’ — thee 
might know that well anoof if thy head wama 
full o’ chapeUin’ — it’s thy brother as does ivery- 
thing, for there’s riiver nobody else i’ th’ way to do 
nothin’.” 

Lisbeth was going on, for she was not at all afraid 
of Seth, and usually poured into his ears all the 
querulousness which was repressed by her awe of 
Adam. Seth had never in his life spoken a harsh 
word to his mother, and timid people always wreak 
their peevishness on the gentle. But Seth, with an 
anxious look, had passed into the workslioj) and 
said— 

“ Addy, how’s this ? What 1 father’s forgot the 
coffin?” 

“Ay, lad, th’ old tale; but I shall get it done,” 
said Adam, looking up, and casting one of his bright 
keen glances at his brother. “Wliy, what’s the 
matter with thee? Thee’t iR trouble.” 

Seth’s eyes were red, and there was a look of deep 
depression on his mild &Ge. 
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“Yes, Addy, but it*B what must be borne, and 
oan*t be helped. Why, thee’st nevw been to the 
school, then?’’ 

“ Sohool ? no; that screw can wait,” said Adam, 
hammering away again. 

“ Let me take my turn now, and do thee go to 
tjd,” said Seth. 

“No, lad, I’d rather go on, now I’m in harness. 
Thee’t help ne to carry it to Brox’on when it’s done, 
ril call thee up at sunrise. Go and eat thy supper, 
and shut the door, s* as 1 mayn’t hear mother’s talk.” 

Seth knew that Adam always meant what he said, 
and was not to be persuaded into meaning anytliing 
else. So he turned, with rather a heavy heart, into 
the house-place. 

“ Adam’s niver touched a bit o’ victual sin’ home 
he’s come,” said Lisbeth. “ 1 reckon thee’st hed thy 
supper at some o’ thy Methody folks.” 

“Nay, mother,” said Seth, “I’ve had no supper 
yet” 

“ Come, then,” said Lisbeth, “ but donna thee ate 
the taters, for Adam ’uU happen ate ’em if I leave 
’em stannin’. Ho loves a bit o’ tators an’ gravy. 
But he’s been so sore an’ angered, he wouldn’t ate 
’em, for all I’d pntten ’em o' purpose for him. 
An’ he’s been arthreatenin’ to go away again,” she 
went on, whimpering, “an’ I’m hist sure he’ll go- 
some dawnin’ afore Fm up, an’ niver lot me know 
aforehand, an’ he’ll niver come back again when once 
he’E^ gone. An’ I’d beluter niver ha’ had a son, as is 
like no other body’s son for the deftness an’ th* 
handiness, an’ so looked on by th’ grit folks, an* 
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tall an’ upright like a poplar-tree, an’ me to be 
parted from him, an’ niver aee’m no more.” 

^^Gome, mother, donna grieve thyself in vain,” 
said Seth, in a soothing voice. Thee’st not half so 
good reason to think as Adam ’nil go away as to 
think he’ll stay with thee. He may say such a 
thing when he’s in wrath—and he’s got excuse for 
being wrathful sometimes— but his heart ’ud never 
let him go. Think how he’s stood by us all when 
it’s been nono so easy—paying his savings to free 
me from going for a soldier, an’ turnin’ Ids eamins 
into wood for father, when he’s got plenty o’ uses 
for his money, and many a young man like him 'ud 
ha’ been married and settled before now. lie’ll 
never turn round and knock down his own work, 
and forsake tliem as it's been the laboui' of his life to 
stand by.” 

** Donna talk to me abont’s marr’in’,” said Lisboth, 
crying afresh. ** He’s set’s heart on that Hetty Sor¬ 
rel, as ’all niver save a penny, an’ ’uU toss up her 
head at’s old mother. An’ to think as he might ha’ 
Mary Burge, an’ be took partners, an’ be a big man 
wi’ workmen under hini, like Mester Burge—Dolly's 
told me so o’er and o’er again—if it wama as he’s 
set’s heart on that bit of a weneli, as is o’ no more 
use nor the gillydower on the ninll. An’ bo so wise 
at bookin’ an’ figuiin’, an’ not to know no bcflei nor 
riiat I” 

“But, mother, thee know’st we canna love just 
where other folks *ud havesis. Tliero’s nobody but 
God can control the heart of man. I coidd ha’ 
wished myself as Adam could ha’ niade anolhez 
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choice, but I wouldn’t reproach him for what be 
can’t help. And I’m not sure but what he tries to 
o’ercome it. But it’s a matter as he doesn’t like to 
be spoke to about, and I can only pray to the Lord 
to bless and direct him.” 

“ Ay, thoo’t allays ready enough at prayin’, but I 
dc ana see as theo gets much wi’ thy prayin’. Thee 
wotna get double eamins o’ this side Yule. Tb’ 
Methodies 'U niver make thee half the man thy 
brother is, for all they’re a-makin’ a preacher on 
thee.” 

“It’s partly tmtli thee speaVst there, mother,” 
said Seth, mildly; “Adam’s far before me, an’s done 
more for me than I can over do for him. God dis¬ 
tributes talents to every man according as Ho sees 
good. But thee mustna undervally prayer. Prayer 
mayna bring money, but it brings us what no money 
can buy—a power to keep from sin, and be content 
with God’s will, whatever He may pleaso to send. 
If tbeo wouldst pray to God to help tliee, and trust 
in His goodness, thee wouldstna be so uneasy about 
things.” 

“ Unaisy? I’m i’ th* right on’t to bo unaisy. 
It’s well seon on tAei; what it is niver to be 'unaisy. 
Thee’t gi’ away all thy eamins, an' niver bo unaisy 
as thoe’st nothin’ laid up again’ a rainy day. If 
Adam had been as aisy as thee, he’d niver ha’ had 
no money to pay for thee. Take no thought for the 
morrow—take no thought—^that’s what thee’t allays 
sayin’^; an* what comes ^’t? Why, as Adam has to 
take thought for thee.” 

“ Those are the words o’ the Bible, mother,” said 



HOMB AND ITS SORBOWS. 


65 


Seth. **The7 mean as we should be idle. 
They mean we shouldn’t bo over anxious and wor- 
• reting ourselves about wliat’ll liappen to-morrow, 
but do our duty, And leave the rest to God's will.” 

*^Ay, ay, that’s the way wi’ thee: thee allays 
makes a peck o’ tliy own words out o’ a pint o’ the 
Bible’s. I donna see how thee’t to know os 'tako 
no,thought for the morrow’ means all that. An’ 
when tlio Bible’s such a big book, an’ thee oanst 
read all thi'o’t, an’ ha’ the pick o’ the texes, I oanna 
think wliy thee dostnu pick bettor words as donna 
mean so much more nor thoy say. Adam doesna 
pick a that’n; I can uiulerstan’ the tox as he’s allays 
assayin’, * Ood helps thuin as helps thoirsons.’ ” 

*‘Nay, inoUier,” said Sotli, “that’s no text o’tho 
Bible. It comes out of a liook as Adam picked up 
at the stall at Trcddlos’on. It was wrote by a know¬ 
ing man, but over-worldly, I doubt Tlowovor, that 
saying’s parlly truo; for the Biblo tells us wo must 
be workers together with Ood.” 

“ Well, how’m I to know ? It sounds like a lox. 
But what’s th’ matter wi* th’ lad? *11100’* Ijordly 
atiii’ a bit o’ supper. Dost.na mean to ha’ no more 
nor that bit o’ oat-cake ? An’ thee lookst as white as 
a flick o’ now bacon. What’s th’ matter wi* thee ?” 

Nothing to mind about, mother; I'm not hungry. 
I’ll just look in at Adam again, and see if he'll let 
me go on with the coffin.” 

“Ha* a drop o’ warm broth?” said Lisboth. wliose 
motherly feeling now got the Jietter of her “ natter¬ 
ing” habit. “X’U set two-tliroe sticks a-light in a 
minute.” 

VOL. I. * 
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Nay, mother, thank thee; thee*t very good" said 
Soth, gratefully; and encouraged by this touch of 
tenderness, he went on: ** Let me pray a bit with 
thee for &ther, and Adam, and all of uB*->-it’ll oom' 
fort thee, happen, more than thee thinkst.” 

** Well, I’ve nothin’ to say again’ it.” 

Lisbeth, though disposed always to take the nega> 
tive side in her conversations with Seth, liod a vague 
sense that there was some comfort and safety in the 
fact of his piety, and that it somehow relieved her 
from the trouble oi' any spiritual tr'ansactions on her 
o^vn behalf. 

So the mother and son knnit clown together, and 
Seth prayed for tlie poor wandering father, and for 
those who were sorrowing for him at home. And 
when he came to the petition that Adam might 
never be called to set up his tent in a far country, 
but that his mother might bo cheered and comforted 
by bis presence all the days of her pilgrimage, Lis- 
beth’s ready tears flowed again, and she wept aloud. 

When they rose from their knees, Setli went to 
Adam again, and said, “ Wilt only lie down for an 
hour or two, and let me go on the while ? ” 

No, Seth, no. Make mother go to bed, and go 
thyself.” 

Meantime Lisbeth had dried her eyes, and now 
followed Seth, holding something in her hands. It 
was the brown-and-yellow platter containing the' 
baked potatoes with the gravy in them and bits of 
meat which slic had^cut and mixed among them. 
Those were dear times, when wheaten bread and 
fresh meat were delicacies to working people. She 
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Bet tlie disli down rather timidly on the bench by 
Adam's side, and saidi Thee canst pick a bit whilo 
thee’t workin'. Fll brings thoe another drop o’ water.” 

“ Ay, mother, do,” said Adam, kindly; “ I’m get¬ 
ting very thirsty.” 

In half an hour all was quiet; no sound was to bo 
heard in the house but the loud ticking of the old 
day-clock, and the ringing of Adam’s tools. The 
night was very still: when Adam opened the door 
to look out at twelve o'clock, the only motion seemed 
to be in the glowing, twinkling stars; every blade 
of grass was asleep. 

Bodily haste and exertion usually leave our 
thoughts very much at the mercy of our feelings and 
imagination; and it was so to-niglit w'ilh Adam. 
While his muscles wore working lustily, his mind 
seemed as passive as a spectator at a diorama: 
scenes of the sad past, and probably sad future, 
floating before him, and giving place ono to tho 
other in swift succossion. 

Ho saw how it would be to-morrow morning, 
when ho had carried tho coffin to Broxton and was 
at home again, having his breakfast: his father per¬ 
haps would eomo in ashamed to meet his soirs 
glance — would sit down, looking older and more 
tottering than he had done tho moi uing before, and 
hang down his head, examining the floor-quarries; 
while Lisbeth would ask him how lie supposed the 
coffin had been got ready, that ho had slinked off 
and left undone—for Lisboth^was always the first 
to utter the word of reproach, although she cried at 
Adam's severity towards his father. 
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**So it win go OD, worsening and woneiiing,*' 
thought Adam; ** there’s no slipping up-hill again, 
and no standing still when once jouVe begun to 
slip down.” And tlien the day came back to him 
when he was a little fellow and used to run his 
father’s side, proud to be taken out to work, and 
prouder still to hear his father boasting to his fel¬ 
low-workmen how *'the little chap had an uncom¬ 
mon notion o’ carpentering.” Wliat a fine active 
fellow his father was then I When people asked 
Adam whose little !ad he was, he had a sense of 
distinction as he answered, I’m Thias Bede’s lad ” 
—he was quite sure everybody knew Thias Bede: 
didn’t he make the wonderful pigeon-house at Brox- 
ton parsonage ? Those were liappy days, especially 
when Seth, who was three years the younger, begmi 
to go out working too, and Adam began to be a 
teacher as well as a learner. But then oamo the 
days of sadness, when Adam was someway on in 
his teens, and Thias began to loiter at the public- 
houses, and Jiisbetli began to ciy at home, and to 
pour forth her plaints in tho hearing of her sous. 
Adam rememborod well tlie night of slmmo and 
anguish when ho first saw his father qo'to wild 
and foolish, shouting a song oiiL fitfully among his 
drunken companions at the Waggon Ovorthn^wn.” 
He had run away once when ho was only eighteen, 
making his escape in the morning twilight with a 
little blue bundle over his shoulder, and his ^‘men- 
Biriration book ” in hisir'pocket, and saying to himself 
very decidedly that he could bear the vexations of 
homo no longei^—he would go and seek his fortune. 
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setting up Hb stick at the orossways and bonding 
^ his steps the way it felL But by the time he got to 
Stoniton, the tlioiight of his mothoi* and Seth, left 
behind to endure overything withoTit him, became 
too importunate, and his resolution failed him. He 
came back the next day, but the misoiy and terror 
his mother liad gone* tlirough in ihose two days 
had haunted her over since. 

“KoT’ Adiim said 1 o himself tonight, “that must 
never happen again. It ’ud make a poor balance 
wiicn my doings arc cast up at the last, if niy jioor 
old mother stood o' the wrong side. My back’s broad 
enough and strong enough ] 1 slioidd bo no better 
than a coward to go away and leave the troubles to 
be homo by them as aren’t lialf so able. ^ They that 
are strong ought to Ix^ar tiio infirmities of those that 
are weak, and not to p 1 (‘aHO tln'inselves.* Tliere’s 
a text wants no candle to show’t; it shines by its 
own light. It’s plain enough you get into the wrong 
road i’ this life if you run after this and that only for 
the sake o’ making tilings eaby and pleasant to your¬ 
self A pig may [toko Jus nose into the tiougli and 
thhxk o’ notiiiiig outside it; but if you’ve got a 
mail’s heart and boul in you, you can’t bo easy a- 
making your own bed an’ leaving <he rest to lie on 
the stones. Nay, miy. I’ll never blip my nock out 
o’ the yoke, and leave the load to bo drawn by the 
weak uns. Father’s a sore cross to mo, an’s likely 
to be for many a long year to come. What tlien ? 
Vre got th’ health, and the limbs, and the sperrit to 
bear it." 

At this moment a smart rap, as if with a willow 
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wand, was jpven at the house door, and Gyp, in¬ 
stead of barking, as might have been expected, gave 
a loud howL Adam, very much startled, went at 
once to the door and opened it. Nothing was there; 
all was still, as when he opened it an hour before; 
tht leaves were motiouless, and the light of the 
stars showed the placid fields on both sides of the 
brook quite empty of visible life. Adam walked 
round the house, and still saw nothing except a rat 
which darted into tho woodshed as he passed. He 
went in again, wondering; the sound was so pecu¬ 
liar, that the moment he heard it, it called up tho 
imago of the willow wand striking the door. He 
could not help a little shudder, as he remembered 
how often his mother had told him of just such a 
sound coming as a sign when some one was dying. 
Adam was not a man to be gratuitously supersti- 
tiouB; but ho had the blood of the peasant in him 
as well as of the artisan, and a peasant can no more 
help believing in a traditional superstition than a 
horse can help trembling when he sees a camel. 
Besides, he had that mental combination which is 
at once humble in the region of mystery, and keen 
in the region of knowledge : it wps tho depth of his 
reverence quifo as much as his hard common-sense, 
which gave him his disinclination to doctrinal re^ 
ligion, uid he often checked Setli’s argumentative 
spiritualism by saying, “ Eh, it's a big mysteiy;' 
thee know’st but little about it'' And so it hap¬ 
pened that Adam at once penetrating and 
credulous. If a new building had fallen down and 
he hod been told tliat this was a divine Judgment^ 
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he would hnve said, ** May be; but the bearing o* 
the roof and walls wasn't right, else it wouldn’t ha' 
come down; ” yet ho believed in dreams and prog¬ 
nostics, and to his dying day ho bated his breath a 
little when ho told tlio story of the stroke vrith the 
willow wand. I tell it as he told i 1 ^ not attempt¬ 
ing to reduce it to its natural elements: in our 
eagenioss to explain impressions, wo often loso our 
hold of tlie sympathy that comprehends them. 

But he had the best antidote against iinaginative 
dread in the necessity for getting on with the coilin, 
and for the next ten minutes his hammer was ring¬ 
ing so uninterruptedly, that other sounds, if there 
were any, might well bo overpowered. A pause 
came, however, whon he had to take up his ruler, 
and now again canio the strange rap, and again Cfyp 
howled. Adam was at the door wiUiout the loss of a 
moment; but again all was still, and the starlight 
showed there was nothing but the dew-laden grass 
in frrmt of the cottage. 

i^dom for a inoinont thought uncomfortably about 
his father; but of late years ho had never come 
liome at dark hours from Treddloston, and there was 
every reason for believing that he was then sleeping 
oiF his diiinkcnness at tlie “ Waggon Overthrown.” 
Besides, to Adam, tho conception of the future was 
So inseparable from the painful iiuf^e of his father, 
that the foar of any fatal accident to him was ex¬ 
cluded by the deeply-infixed fear of his continual 
degradation. The next ihdhght that occuired to 
him was one that made him slip off his shoes and 
tread lightly np-stairs, to listen at tho bedroom 
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doon. But both Soth and his mother were breath* 
ing regularly, 

Adam came down and set to work agabi| saying 
to himself, I won't open the door again. It's no 
use staring about to catch sight of a sound. Maybe 
thoio's a world about us as we can’t see, but th' ear’s 
quicker than the oyo, and catches a sound &um’t now 
and then. Some people think they get a sight on't 
too, but thcy'ie mostly folks whose eyes are not 
much use to 'em at anything else. For my part, 
I think it’s bettor to see when your perpendicular’s 
true, than to see a ghost.” 

Such thoughts as Uieso are apt to grow stronger 
and stronger as daylight quenches (ho candles and 
the birds begin to sing. By the tune the red sun¬ 
light shone on the brass nails that formed the initials 
on the lid of the coffin, any lingering foreboding from 
the sound of the willow wand was iiieiged in satis¬ 
faction that the work was done and tlie promise 
redeemed. Theie was no need to call Soth, for he 
was aheady moring oveihead, and presently oame 
down-btairs. 

**Now, lad,” said Adam, as Seth made his appear¬ 
ance, “ tlio coffin’s done, and we can take it over to 
Brox'on, and Idb back again before half after six. 
I’ll take a mouthM o’ oat-cake, and then we’ll be 
off” 

The coffin was soon propped on the tall shoulders 
of thp two brothers, and tliey wore making their 
way, followed close b/’Gyp, out of the little wood- 
yard into the lane at the back of tlie house. It was 
but about a mile and a half to Broxton over the op- 
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posite slope, and their road wound very pleasantly 
along lanes and across fields, whero the pale wood¬ 
bines and the dog-roses were scenting the hedge¬ 
rows, and the birds were twittering and trilling in 
the tail leafy boughs of oak and elm. It was a 
strangely-minglod picture—the firesh youth of tlje 
summer morning, with its Eden-like peace and love¬ 
liness, the stalwart strength of the two brothors in 
their rusty working clothes, and the long coflin on 
their shoulders. They paused for the last time 
before a small farmhouso outside the village of 
Broxtoii. By six o’cloi‘k the task was done, tlie 
coffin nailed down, and Adam and Soth were on 
their way home. They chose a shorter way home¬ 
ward, which would take them across the fields and 
the brook in front of the house. Adam liad not 
mentioned to Seth what had hdj)poned in the iiiglit, 
but ho still retained sufficient impiossiun fiom it 
himself to say— 

“Seth, lad, if father isn't come liome by the lime 
weVe had our breakfabt, I tliink it’ll be as well for 
thee to go over to Treddles'on and look after him, 
and theo oanst got me the brass wire I want. Never 
mind about losing an liour at thy work; wo can 
make that up. What dost say?" 

“ I’m willing,” said Seth. “ But see what clouds 
havo gathered since we sot out. I'm thiukiug we 
ahiiU have more rain. It’ll be a sore time for th* 
haymaking if the meadows are flooded again. The 
brook’s fine and full now: 'Another day’s rain *ud 
cover tho plank, and we should have to go round 
by the road.” 
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They were coming across the valley now, and 
had entered the pasture through which the brook 
ran. 

“ Why, what’s that sticking against the willow?” 
continued Setli, beginning to walk £i,stor. Adam’s 
hoLrt rose to his mouth: the vague anxiety about 
his father was changed into a great dread. He 
made no answer to Seth, but ran forward, preceded 
by Gyp, who began to bark uneasily; and in two 
moments he was at ihe bridge. 

This was what the omen meant, then I And the 
grey-haired fatliur, of whom ho had tliought with a 
sort of hardness a few hours ago, as certain to live 
to be a thorn in his side, was perhaps even tlien 
struggling with tliat watery death I This was the 
first thought that fiaslied through Adam's conscience, 
before he had time to seize tho coat and ’drag out 
the taU heavy body. Seth was aheady by his side, 
helping liim, and whon diey had it on the bank^ tho 
two sons in tlio first moments knelt and looked with 
mute awe at the glazed eyes, forgetting that there 
was need for action—forgetting everything but that 
tlieir fatlier lay dead before them. Adam was the 
first to speak. 

I’ll run t6 mother,” he said, in a loud whisper* 
** I’ll be back to theo in a minute.” 

Poor Lisbeth was busy preparing her sons* break*^ 
fast, and their porridge was already steaming cm 
the fire. Her kitchen slways looked the pank of 
clcanlinoBB, but this cuoming she was more than 
usually bent on making her hearth and breakfastr 
table look comfortable and inviting. 
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** The lads ’iill be fine an’ hungry/’ she said, half 
aloud, as she stirred the porridge. ^'It’s a good 
step to Brox’on, an’ it’s hungry air o’er the hill— 
wi’ that heavy coffin too. Eh I it’s heavier now, wi’ 
poor Bob Tholcr in’t. Howiver, I’ve made a drap 
more porridge nor ooinmoii this momin'. The fey- 
thOT 'nil happen come in arter a bit Not as he’ll 
ate much porridge. He swallers sixpcnn’orth o’ ale, 
an’ saves a hap’orth o’ porridge—that’s his way o’ 
layin’ by money, as I’ve told him many a time, an’ 
am likely to toll him again afore the day’s out Eli! 
poor mon, ho takes it quiet enough, there’s no deny- 
in’ that.” 

But now Lisbeth hoard the heavy '^thud** of a 
running footstep on the turf, and, turning quickly 
towards the door, she saw Adam enter, looking so 
pale andr overwhelmed tliat she screamed aloud and 
rushed towards him before ho had time to speak. 

*^Hu8h, mother," Adam said, ratlior hoarsely, 'Mon’t 
bo frightened. Father’s tumbled into the water. 
Belike we may bring him round again. Seih and 
me are going to carry him in. (let a bhmket .ind 
make it hot at the fire." 

In reality Adam was convinced that his father 
was dead, but ho know tliore was no other way 
of repressing his mother’s impot'ams wailing grief 
than by occupying her with some active task winch 
had hope in it. 

He ran back to Seth, and the two sons lifted the 
sad burden in heartsiricken eilonce. llie wido>open 
glazed eyes were grey, like Seth’s, and had once 
looked with mild pride on the boys before u'hom 
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Tluas bad lived to bang bis head in shame. Setli’a 
chief feeling was awe ami distress at this stidden 
snatching away of his fatliei’s soul; but Adam’s 
mind rushed back over the past in a flood of relent¬ 
ing and pity. Wlien death, the great Keconoiler, 
has come, it is uevei our tenderness that wo repent 
but our seventy. 


o 
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CHAPTER V. 

THE RECTOR. 

Before twelve o’cloolc tliore had been some heavy 
storms of raiH; and the water lay in deep gutters on 
the sides of tlio gravol-wnUfs in tlie garden of Brox- 
ton Parsonage; tho groat Provonco roses had boon 
cruelly toKP-d by tiio wind and beaten by the rain, 
and all the dolicato-steminud border flowers had been 
dashed down and stained with iho wet soil. A 
melancholy morning — because it was nearly time 
hay-harvest should begin, and instead of tliat tlie 
meadows were likely to bo flooded. 

But people who have pleasant homes get indoor 
enjoyments that tliey would never think of but for 
the rain. Tf it had not been a wot morning, Mr 
Irwine would not have been in the dining-room 
playing at chess with his mother, and he loves both 
his mother and chess quite well enough to pass some 
oloudy hoiuTB very easily by their help. Let me take 
you into that dining-room, wd show you tlie Rev. 
Adolphus Irwine, Rector of Broxton, Vicar of Hay- 
dope, and Vicar of Blythe, a pluralist al whom tho 
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Boverest Ohuroh reformor would have found it diffi¬ 
cult to look sour. Wo will outer veiy softly, and 
stand still in the open doorway, without awaking 
the glossy-brown setter who is stretched across the 
hearth, with her two puppies beside her; or the pug, 
wb*) is dozing, with his black muzzle aloft, like a 
sleepy president. 

The room is a large and lofty one, with an ample 
mullioned oriel window at one end; the walls, you 
see, are new, and not, yet painted; but the furniture, 
though originally of an expensive sort, is old and 
scanty, and there is no drapery about the window. 
The crimson cloth over the large dining-table is very 
threadbare, though it contrasts pleasantly enough 
with the dead hue of the plaster on the walls; but 
on tliis cloth there is a massive silver waiter witli a 
decanter of water on it, of the same pattern as two 
larger ones that are propped up on the sideboard 
with a coat of arms conspicuous in their centre. 
You suspect at once that tlie inhabitants of this 
room have inherited more blood than wealth, and 
would not bo surprised to find that Mr Trwino had 
a finely-cut nostril and npper lip; but at present we 
can only seo that ho lias a broad flat back and an 
abundance o^ powdered hair, all thrown backward 
and tied behind with a black ribbon—a bit of con¬ 
servatism in costume which tells yon that he is not a 
young man. Ho will pcrliaps turn round by-and-by, 
an^ in the meantimo we can look at that stately old 
lady, his motlier, a beautiful aged bnmottc, whose 
rich-toned comjdexion is well set oif by the complex 
wrappings of pure white cainbrio and lace about hei 
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head and neok. Sho is os eroct in hor comely em* 
boftpoint as a statno of OfM’os; and her dark facOi 
with its dolicato aquiline nose, iirm proud mouth, 
and small intense black oyo, is so keen and saroastio 
in its expression that you instinctively substitute a 
pack of cards for tlie choss-mon, and imagine her 
telling your fortune. The small brown hand with 
which she is lifting her queen is laden with pearls, 
diamonds, and tiiniuoisos; and a largo black veil is 
very carefully adjusted over the crown of her cap, 
and falls in sharp contrast on the white folds about 
her neck. It must take a long time to dress that 
old lady in the morning 1 But it seems a law of 
nature that sho should be dressed so: slio is r1(‘nrly 
one of thoBO eliihlnui of royalty who have iie\er 
doubted tlieir right divine, and never met with any 
one BO absurd us to question it. 

‘‘There, Dauphin, toll rao what that is I” says 
this magnificent old lady, as she d(*posilH her qiu'en 
very quietly and folds her arms. “I should be 
sorry to utter a word disagreeable to your feelings.” 

“Ahl you witch-jnolher, you soreeresal How is 
a Christian man to win a game off you ? I should 
have sprinkled the board with holy water before wo 
l>egan. TouVo not won tliat gii/no b> fair moans, 
now, so don’t pretend it.” 

“Tes, yes, that’s what the beaten have always 
said of great conquerors. But sec, there’s the sun¬ 
shine falling on the board, to show you more clearly 
what a foolish move you lAide wilh that pawn. 
Oome, shall I give you another ohance?** 

“No, mothor, I shall leave you to >onr own con- 
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science, now it's clearing npu We must go and 
plash np the mud a little, musn't we, Juno?” Tins 
was addressed to the brown setter, who had jumped 
up at the sound of the Toices and laid her nose in 
an insinuating way on her master’s leg. **But I 
must go up-stairs first and see Anne. I was called 
away to Tholer’s fiinoral just when I was going 
before.” 

“ It’s of no iisp, rhild; sho can’t speak to you. 
Kate says she has one of her worst headaches this 
morning.” 

Ob, sho likes mo to go and see her just the same i 
she’s never too ill to care about that,” 

If you know how much of human speech is mere 
purposeless impnlso or habit, you will not wonder 
when I tell you that tliis identical objection had 
been made, and had received the same kind of 
answer, many hundred times in the course of the 
fifteen years that Mr Irwine’s sister Anne had been 
an invalid. Splendid old ladies, who take a long 
time to dross in the moniiiig, have often slight sym* 
pathy with sickly daughtorBL 

But while Mr Irwine was si ill seated, leaning 
bark in his chair and stroldng Juno’s head, the 
servant came to the door and saiil, If you please^ 
sir, Joshua Tlanu wislios to speak with you, if you axe 
at liberty.” 

“Let him be shown in hero,” said Mrs Irwine, 
taking up her knitting. “ 1 always like to hear 
what Mr liann has ^t to say. His shoes will be 
dirty, but see tliat he wipos them, Carroll.” 

In two minutes Mr Bonn appeared at the door 
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with very deferential bows, whioh, howeTor, were 
far from conciliating Png, who gave a sharp bark, 
* and ran across tho room to reconnoitre the strangc'r's 
legs ) while the two puppies, regarding Mr Rann’s 
prominent calf and ribbed worsted stockings firom a 
more sensuous point of view, plunged and growled 
over them in great enjoyment. Meantime, Mr Irwine 
turned roimd his chair and said— 

“Well, Joshua, anything the matter at Hayslopo, 
that you’ve cojno over this damp morning? Sit 
down, sit down. Never mind the dogs; give them 
a friendly kick. Hero, Pug, you rascal I ” 

It is very pleasant to see some men turn round; 
pleasant as a sudden rush of warm air in winter, or 
the flash of firelight in thu chill dusk. Mr Irwine 
was one of thoso men. Ho bore tlie same sort of 
resemblance to his mother that our loving memory 
of a friend’s face often bears to the face itself: the 
lines wore all more generous, the smile brighter, 
the expression heartier. If the outline had been 
less flnely cut, bis face might have been called 
jolly; but that was not tho riglit word for its mix¬ 
ture of bonhommie and distinction. 

“Thank your reverence,” answered Mr Rann, 
endeavouring to look unconcerned about his legs, 
but shaking them alternately to keep off the pup¬ 
pies; “Pll stand, if you please, as more becom¬ 
ing. I hope I sec you an* Mrs Irwine well, an’ 
Miss Irwine—an’ Miss Anne, I hope’s as well as 
usual.” * 

“ Yes, Joshua, thank you. You see how blooming 

YOL. 1, r 
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my mother looks. She beats ns younger people 
hollow. But what’s the matter ? 

“ Why, sir, 1 had to come to Brox’on to deUver some 
work, and I thought it but right to call and let you 
know the goins-on as there’s been i’ the village, 
such as I hanna seen i’ my time, and Tve lived in 
it mail and boy sixty year come St Thomas, and 
colloctod th’ Easter dues for Mr Blick before your 
reverence como into tho parish, and been at the 
ringin’ o’ every bell, ind the diggin’ o’ every grave, 
and sung i’ tlie quire long afore Barilo Massey come 
from nobody knows where, wi’ his counter-singin’ 
and fine anthems, as puls every!lody out but himself 
—one takiij’ it up after another like sheep a-blcaiin’ 
i’ th’ fold. 1 know what belongs to bein’ a parish 
olerk, and 1 know ns 1 should ho wantin’ i’ respect 
to your reverence, an’ olnirch, an’ king, if I was t’ 
allow such goins-on wi’out speakiu’. I was took by 
surprise, an’ knowed nolliiu’ on it beforehand, an’ I 
was BO flustered, I was clean as if I’d lost my tools. 
I hanna slop’ more nor four liour this night as is 
past an’ gone; an’ then it was noihin’ but night¬ 
mare, as tired me worse nor wakin’.” 

“ Wliy, w^^at in tho world is tho matter, Joshua? 
Have the tliioves been at tho churdi load ogain ? ” 

“ThievesI no, sir,—an’ yet, as T may say, it i> 
thieves, an’ a-thievin’ tho church, too. It’s the 
Methodisses as is like to get th’ upper hand i’ th’ 
parish, if your reverence an his honour. Squire 
Doniiithome, doesna' think well 1o say the word 
an’ forbid it. Not as I’m a-dictatiu’ to you, sir; 
I’m not forgettin* myself so for as to be wise above 
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my bettors. Hoivivor, whether I’m wiso or no, that’s 
, noithor here nor theroi but what I’vo got to suy I 
say—as the young Methodis woman, as is at Mester 
Poyser’s, wtis a-proaohin’ an’ a-prayin* on tho Groon 
last night, as sure as I’m a-stannin’ afore your rover- 
enoe now.” 

“Preaching on tho Green 1” said Mr Irwine, look¬ 
ing suiprisod but quite serono. “What, that pale 
pretty young woman I’ve seen at Poyser’s ? I saw 
fllie was a Motliodist, or Quaker, or soniothing of 
that sort, by her dress, but 1 dkbi’t know she was 
a preadier.” 

“ It’s a true word as I say, sir,” rejoined Mr Ibinn. 
compressing his nicmth iiitf) a semicircular form, and 
pausing long enough to indicate tlireo not(‘s of ox- 
clanuition. “She luearhed on tbe Green lust night; 
an’ she’s laid hold of Ghad’s Boss, as the girl's boon 
i’ fits welly iver sin’.” 

“Well, Bessy Cranage is a hearty-looking lass; 
I daresay she’ll come round again, Joshua. Did 
anybody else go into fitsV” 

‘‘No, sir, I esnina say os they did. But tliero’s 
no knowin’ what’ll come, if wcj’ro t’ have such 
preachins as that a-goin* on ivoiy week — tliere’ll 
1^ no livin’ i’ th* village. For Ihem Molhodisscs 
make folks believe as if they tako a mug o' drijik 
etoy, an’ make llieirsolves a bit comfortable, they’ll 
have to go to hell fort ns suro as thoy’ro bom. I’m 
not a tipplin' in.an nor a drunkard—rmbody ran say it 
on me—but I like a oxtry quart at Easter or Christ¬ 
mas time, as is nat’i’.il when we’re goiu’ thr* icainds 
O-singin’, an’ folks offer’t you for nothin’; or when 
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I'm a-oolleotin* lihe dues; an' I like a j^int wi' my 
pipe, an* a neighbourly ohat at Mester Oasson's now 
an' then, for I was brought up i' the Church, thank 
God, an’ ha' been a parish olork this two-an’-thirty 
year: 1 should know what the church religion is." 

*^Well, what's your advice, Joshua? What do 
you think should be done?" 

“Well, your reverence, I’m not for takin’ any 
measures again' the young woman. She's well 
enough if she'd let al<mo preachin’; an' I hear as 
she's a-goin’ away back to her own country soon. 
She's Mr Foyser’s own niece, an' I donna wish to 
say what's anyways disrespoctfiil o' th* family at th' 
Hall Faiin, as I’ve moasured for shoes, little an’ big, 
welly iver sin’ I’ve been a shoemaker. But Ihere's 
that Will Maskeiy, sir, as is the lampageonsest 
Methodis as can be, an' I make no doubt it was 
him as stirred up th' young woman to preach last 
night, an* he'll be a-bringin’ other folks to preaoh 
from Treddles'on, if his comb isn’t out a bit, an' I 
think as he should be lot know as he isna t’ have 
the makin' an’ mendin' o’ churoli carts an' impl^- 
mons, lot alone stayin’ i’ that houb.' an’ yard m is 
Squire Donnithomo’s.’' 

“Well, but you say yourself, Joshua, that yon 
never knew any one come to preach on the Green 
before; why should you think they'll come again? 
The Methodists don't come to proabh in little vil* 
lages like Hayslope, wjiere there’s only a handful of 
labourers, too tired to listen to tliem. They might 
almost as well go and preach on the Binton Hills. 
Will Moskery is no preacher himseli^ I think." 



, THE BECTOB. 


86 


"Nay, sir, ho’B no gift at Btringin* the words to¬ 
gether wi’out book; he*d bo stuck fast like a cow i* 
wot (day. But he’s got tongue enough to speak dis- 
te8pe<$tful about’s neebors, for he said as I was a blind 
Pharisee;—a-usin' tlie Bible i’ that way to find nick¬ 
names for folks as are his elders au* betters 1—and 
what’s worse, he’s been heard to say very unbeconilii’ 
words about your reverence; for 1 could bring tliom 
as ’ud swear as ho called you a ^dumb dog,’ an’ a 
Mdle shepherd.* You'll forgi’o me for say in’ such 
things over again.” 

"Better not, better not, Joshua. Lot evil words 
die as soon as they’re spoken. Will Maskery niiglit 
bo a great deal worse fellow than he is. Ho nsod to 
be a wild drunken rascal, neglecting his work and 
boating liis wife, they told me; now he’s thiifty and 
decent, and ho and his wufe look coin ft ni able to¬ 
gether. If you (^n bring mo any proof tliat he 
interferes with his neighbours, and creates any dis¬ 
turbance, 1 shall think it my duty as a clergyman 
and a magistrate to intoiforo. But it wouldn’t be¬ 
come wise people, like you and me, to bo making a 
hiss about trifles, as if we thought the Church was 
in danger because Will Maskeiy lets liis tongue wag 
rather foolishly, or a yoinig woman talks in a serious 
way to a handful of people on the Green. We must 
'live and let live,’ Josliua, in religion as well as in 
other things. You go on doing your duty, us parish 
oleik and sexton, as well as you’ve always done it, 
and malnTig thoBO capital thi(^ boots for your neigh¬ 
bours, and things won’t go £eur wrong in Hayslop <4 
depend upon it.” 
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“ Your reverence is very good to say so; au’ Tm 
sensablo aS| you uot livin’ i’ the pariah, there’s more 
upo’ my shoulders.” 

** To be sure; and you must mind and not lower 
tho Church in people’s eyes by soeiiiliig to be bright¬ 
ened about it for a little tiling, Joshua. 1 shall 
trubb to your good sense, now, to take no notice at 
all of what Will Maskery says, cither about you or 
me. You and your iieighbom’s can go on taking 
your pot of beer soberly, when you’ve done your 
day’s work, like good hurohinen; and if Will Mask¬ 
ery doesn’t like to join you, but to go to a prayer- 
meeting at Treddleston instead, let him ; that’s no 
business of yours, so long as ho doesn’t hinder you 
from doing what you like. And as to people saying 
a few idle words about us, we must not mind that, 
any more than the old church-steeple minds the 
nxiks cawing about it. Will Maskeiy comes to 
church every Sunday aftonioon, and does his wliecl- 
wright’s busiiiesB steadily in tho week-days, and os 
long as he does that ho must be let aloiio.” 

“Ah, sir, but wlien ho comes to church, ho sits 
an’ sliukos his head, an’ looks as sour an’ as coxy 
when we’re a-siiigin’, as I should like to 
him a rap across the jowl—God brgi’o me—an? 
Mrs Irwine, an’ your roverenoe, too, for speakin* so 
afore you. An’ he said as our Christmas siugin* 
was no better nor the cracklin’ o* tlioms under a 
pot.” 

“Well, he’s got a#bad ear for music, Joshua. 
When people have wooden heads, you know, it can’t 
be helped. He won’t bring the other people in 
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Hayslope roimd to liis opinion, while you gfo on sing¬ 
ing as well as you do." 

Yes, sir, but it turns a man’s stomach t' hear the 
Scripture misused i’ tliat way. I know as muoh o’ 
the words o^ the Bible as ho does, an’ could say tho 
Psalms right through i’ my sloop if you was to pinch 
me; but I know hotter nor to take ’em to say my 
own say wi’. I might as well take Uio Sacrimeiit- 
cup home and use it at meals.’’ 

** That’s a very sensible remark of yours, Joshiia; 

but, as 1 said boforo-’’ 

While Mr Irwine was speaking, tho sound of a 
booted step, and tho clink of a spur, wore heard on 
tho stone floor of the entnuico-hall, and Joshua Kaiin 
moved hastily aside from Iho doorway to make room 
for some one who paused there, and said, in a ring¬ 
ing tenor voice, 

“ Godson Arthur;—may ho come in ? ” 

“ Como in, come in, godson I ’’ Mis Irwino answered, 
in the deep half-masciiliiie tone which belongs to 
the vigorous old woman, and there entered a young 
g« ntleman in a riding-dress, with his right arm in a 
sling; whereupon followed that pleasant confusion 
of laughing inteijections, and hand - sliakings, and 
^^IIow are you’s?” mingled with joyous short barks 
and wagging of tails on the part ot the canine mem¬ 
bers of the family, which tells tha' tho visitor is on 
tho best terms with the visited. The young gentle- 
mfljj was Arthur Donnithome, known in Ifayslopo, 
vanously, as “tho young stjuire,” “the heir," and 
“the captain.’’ Ho was only a captain in the Loam- 
shire Militia; but to the Hayslope tenants he was 
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more intensely a captain tlian all the young gentle¬ 
men of the same rank in his Majesty’s regulars-^he 
outshone tliem as the planet Jupiter outshines the 
Milky Way. If you want to know more particularly 
how ho looked, call to your remembrance some 
tawny-whiskered, biowu-lockod, dear-complexioned 
young Englishman whom you have met with in a 
foreign town, and been proud of as a fellow-countiy- 
man—well-washed, high-bred, white-handed, yet 
looking as if lie could deliver well from the left 
shoulder, and floor hit man: I will not be so much 
of a tailor os to trouble your imagination with the 
diflerence of costume, and insist on the striped waist¬ 
coat, long-tailed coat, and low top-boots. 

Turning round to talco a chair, Captain Donni- 
thome said, “But don’t let me interrupt Joshua’s 
busmoss—lie has something to say.” 

“Humbly begging your honour’s pardon,” said 
Joshua, bowing low, “ there was ono thing I had to 
say to bis reverence as other things had drove out o’ 
my head.” 

“ Out with it, Joshua, quickly 1 ” said Mr Trwine. 

“Behke, sir, you ha vena heaied as fl'hias Bede’s 
dead—drownded tliis morning, or more like over¬ 
night, i’ the Willow Bi-ook, again’ the bridge right i’ 
front o’ the house.” 

“Ah I” exclaimed both the gentlemen at once, as. 
if they were a good deal interested in the informa¬ 
tion. ^ 

“ Aen’ Seth Bede’s bion to me this morning to say 
he wished me to tell your reverence as his brother 
Adam begged of you particular t' allow his fiithei’s 
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grave to be dug by the White Thom, because his 
mother's set her heart on it, on account of a dream 
as she had; an’ they’d ha' come thoirsolves to ask you, 
but they’ve so much to see after with Uio crowner, an’ 
that; an’ their motlier’s took on so, an' wants ’em to 
make sure o' tlie spot for fbar somebody olso should 
take it. An’ if your luvcionce sees well and good, 
111 send my buy to tell ’em as soun as I get home ; 
ail' that's why £ make bold to tioublo you wi’ it, liis 
honour being present.” 

“To be sure, Joshua, hi be sure, tliey shall have 
it. I’ll ride round to Adam myself, and see him. 
Send your boy, however, to say they shall have tlie 
grave, lost anything should ha])pon to detain me. 
And now, good morning, Joshua; go into the kitehon 
and have some ale.” 

“Poor old Tl)i.is !" said Mr Trwino, when Joshua 
was gone. “ I’m afraid tlie dunk helped the brook 
to drown liim. I should liave been glad for the load 
to have been taken ofT my friend Adam’s shouldeis 
in a less painful way. That fine fellow has been 
plopping up his father firom ruin for the lust five or 
siy years.” 

“He’s a regular trump, is Adam,” said Captain 
Donnithorne. “When I was a little fellow, and 
Adam was a strapping lad of fifbeci], and tiiuglit mo 
oaipentering, I used to think if ev^er I was a rich 
•ultan, I would make Adam my grand-vizior. And 
I believe now, he would bear the exaltation as well 

t ' 

as any poor wise man in an Bkstem story. If ever 
I live to be a large-acred man instead of a poor .li'vll 
'adth a mortgaged allowance of pocket-money, I’U 
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have Adam for my righ1<-hand. He shall manage 
my woods for me, for ho seems to have a better 
notion of those things than any man I ever met 
with; and 1 know he would make twice the money 
of them that my giandfuther does, with that miser¬ 
able old SatcboU to manage, who understands no 
more about timber than an old carp. I’ve mentioned 
tlie subject to my grandfather once or twice, but for 
some reason other ho has a dislike to Adam, and 
/ can do uotliing. But come, your reveionce, oie 
you foi a ride with u e ? It’s splendid out of doors 
now. We can go to Adam’s together, if you like; 
but I want to call at the Hall Farm on my way, to 
look at the whelps Poyser is keeping for me.” 

“You must stay and have lunch first, Arthur,” 
said Mrs Irwino. ‘^It’s nearly two. Carroll will 
bring it in directly.” 

“ 1 want to go to the Hall Farm too,” said Mr 
Irwiiie, “ to have another look at the little Methodist 
who is staying tliero. Joshua tells me she was 
preaching on tlie Hreen last night.” 

“Oh, by Jove I” said Captain Donuithome, laugh¬ 
ing. “ Wliy, she looks as quiet as a mouse, j’here’s 
something rather striking about her, though. T posi¬ 
tively felt quite ImshFiil the first lime 1 saw her: she 
was sitting stooping over her sewing in the sunshine 
outside the house, when I rode up and called out, 
without noticing that she was a stranger, * Is Martin 
Poyser at home?’ I declare, when she got up and 
looked at me, and jsst said, * He’s in the house, I 
believe: I’ll gf» and call him,’ I felt quite ashamed 
of having spokun so abruptly to hor. She looked 
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tike St Catherine in a Quaker It’s a type of 

&ce one rai'ply sees among our common pco]>lo.” 

• “I should like to see the young womaii) Dauphin/' 
said Mrs Irwino. ^^Mako her come here on some 
pretext or otlior.” 

“I don’t know how 1 can manage that, nj<ithcr; 
it will hardly do for mo to patronise a Methodist 
preacher, evon if she would consent to bo patronised 
by an idlo shejdierd, as Will Maskeiy calls me. You 
should liavo come in a little sooner, Arthur, to hear 
Joshua’s denunciation of his jioighbour Will Maskejy. 
The old fellow wants mo to excommunicato tlie whcol- 
wright, and thou deliver him over to the civil arm 
—^ihat is to say, to your giaiidfather—to be turned 
out of house taud yard. If I chose to iiittufore in 
this business, now, I might got up as jirotty a story 
of hatred and persecution as the Methodisis need 
desire to publish in the next number of tlieir maga¬ 
zine. It wouldn’t take mo much trouble to persuade 
Cliad Cranage and half-a-dozen other bull-headed 
fellows, tliat they would be doing an acceptable 
servioo to the Chiu’ch by hunting Will Maskery out 
t»f the village with rope ends and pitcliforks; and 
then, when I had furnished thorn with half a sover¬ 
eign to get gloriously drunk aftor their exortions, £ 
should have put the climax to as pretty a farce as 
any of my brother clergy liave set going in their 
parishes for the last thirty years.” 

“ It is really insolent of the man, though, to call 
you an * idle shepherd,’ and a ‘ iamb dog,’ ” said Mrs 
Itwine : *^I should be inclined to check him a little 
there. You are too easy-tempered, Dauphin.” 
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** Why, mother, you don’t think it would be a good 
way of sustaining my dignity to sot about vindlcat* 
ing myself from the aspersions of Will Maskery?* 
Bosides, I’m not so sure that they are aspersions. 

I am a lazy fellow, and get terribly heavy in my 
saddle; not to mention that I’m always spending 
more than I can afford in bricks and mortar, so tliat 
1 get savage at a lame beggar when he asks me for 
sixpence. ’L hose poor lean cobblers, who think they 
can help to regeta j'ate mankind by sotting out to 
preach in the inoi'i ng twilight before they begin 
tlieir day’s work, may well have a poor opinion of 
me. But come, let us havo our luncheon. Isn’t 
Kate coming to luTieh ? ” 

“Miss Irwiuc told Bridget to take her lunch up¬ 
stairs,” said Carroll; “ she eau’ii leaN e Miss Anne.” 

“Oh, very well T(*ll Bridget to say I’ll go up 
and SCO Miss Anne {irosoutly. You can use your 
right arm (|uite well, now, Arthur,” Mr Irwine oou- 
tiniied, observing tliat Captain Donnithome had 
taken his arm out of the sling. 

“ Yes, pretty wdl; but Godivin insists on my keep¬ 
ing it up constiiutly for soino time to come. I hope 
I shall 1)0 able to get away to th>' regiment, ho^gh, 
in tlio beginning of August. It's a desperately dull 
business being shut uji at the Chase hi the summer 
months, when one ciui neither hunt, nor shoot, so as 
to make one’s self pleasantly sleepy in the evening. 
However, we ore to astonish the echoes on the 30ih 
of July. My grandl&thcr has given me carte blanche 
for once, and I promise you the entertainment shall 
be worthy of the occasion. The world will not soe 
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the grand epoch of my majority twice. I think I 
shall have a lofty throne for you, godmamma, or 
rather two, one on the lawn and another in the ball¬ 
room, that you may sit and look down upon us like 
an Olympian goddess.” 

** I mean to bring out my host brocade, that I wore 
at your christening twenty years ago,” said Mrs Ir- 
wine. “ Ah, 1 tliink I shall see your poor mother 
flitting about in her white dress, which looked to too 
almost like a shroud that very day; and it was her 
shroud only three months after; and your little cap 
and christening dross were buried with her too. She 
had set her heart on that, sweet soul! Thank God 
you tako after your motlier’s flimily, Arthur. If you 
had been a puny, wiry, yellow baby, T wouldn’t have 
stood godmother to yon. 1 should have been sure 
you would tuni out a Donnithome. But you wore 
such a broad-faced, broad-chested, loiid-sercainiiig 
rascal, I know you were every inch of you a Trad- 
gett” 

“ But you might liave been a little too hasty there, 
mother,” said Mr Irwine, smiling. Don’t you re¬ 
member how it was with Juno’s last pups? One of 
iljem was the very imago of its mother, but it had 
two or three of its father’s tricks notwithstanding. 
Nature is clever enough to cheat evoii you, mother.” 

Nonsense, child I Nature never makes a ferret 
in the shape of a mastiff. You’ll never persuade me 
that I can’t tell what men are by their outsi<1os. If 
I don’t like a man’s looks, depend upon it I shall 
never like him. I don’t want to know people that 
look ugly and disagreeable, any more tha;i 1 want 
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to taste dishes that look disagreeable. If they make 
me shudder at the first glauce, I saji take them 
away. An ngly, piggish, or fishy eye, now, makes 
me feel quite ill; it’s like a bad smelL” 

^'Talldng of eyes,” said Captain Donnithome, 
“ that reminds me that IVe got a book I meant to 
bring you, godmamma. It came down in a parcel 
from Lond<'u the other day. I know yon are fond of 
queei, wizard-Hke stories. It’s a volume of poems, 
‘ Lyrical Ballads: * i lost of them seem to be twad¬ 
dling stTifir; but the first is in a different style —* The 
Ancient Mariner’ is the title. I can hardly make 
head or tail of it as a stoiy, but it’s a strange, strik¬ 
ing thing. I’ll send it over to you; and there are 
some other iKioks that you may like to see, Irwinc— 
pamphlets about Antiuoniianism and Evangelicalism, 
whatever they may be. I can’t think what the 
fellow means by standing such things to me. I’ve 
wiitton to him, to dosiro that fiom henceforth he 
will send me no book or pamphlet on anything that 
ends in ism.’* 

“Well, I don’t know that I’m very fond of ims 
myself; but I may as well look at the pampldets; 
they lot one seo what is going on. I’ve a little 
matter to attbnd to, Arthur,” cootinuod Mr Irwine, 
rising to leave the room, “ and then I sliall be ready 
to set out with you.” 

The littlo matter that Mr Irwine had to attend 
to took him up the old stone staircase (part of the 
house was very old), and made him pause before a 
door at which he knocked gently. “ Come in,” said 
a woman’s voice, and ho entered a room so dark- 
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eaed hy bHnds and ourtains that Miss Kate, the thin 
middle-aged lady standing by the bedside, would not 
have had light enough for any other sort of work 
than the knitting which lay on the little table near 
her. But at present she was doing wliat required 
only the dimmest light—sponging the aching head 
that lay on the pillow witli fresh vinegar. It vms a 
' smaU &ce, that of the poor sufforor; porliaps it liad 
once been pretty, but now it was woin and sallow. 
Miss Kate camo towards hor brother and whispered, 
** Don’t speak to hor; she can’t bear to be siN)ken 
to to-day.” Anne’s eyes were closed, and her brow 
contracted as if from intense pain. Mr Irwino went 
to the bedside, and took u]) one of tlie delicate hands 
and kissed it; a slight pri^ssuro froni the small iin- 
gers told him that it was woii;!! while to have conio 
up-stairs for tlio sake of doing that. He lingered a 
moment, looking at her, aTid then turned away and 
left the room, treading very gently—he had taken 
off his boots and put on slippers before ho came 
up-stairs. Wlioover remembers how many tilings 
he has declined to do even for Jiiraself, nilher lljau 
hove the trouble of ])iittiug on or taking off his boots, 
will not think this last del ail insignificant. 

And Mr Irwine’s sisters, as any person of family 
witliin ten miles of Broxton could havo testified, 
were such stupid, uninteresting women 1 It was . 
quite a pity handsome, clover Mrs Trwino should 
liaye had such commonplace daughters. That fino 
old lady horself was worth driving ten miles to see, 
any day; her beauty, her well-preserved faculties, 
and her old-iasbioned dignity, made her a grootjful 
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eubject for conversation in turn with the King’s 
health, the sweet new patterns in cotton dresses, 
the news from Egypt, and Lord Dacey’s lawsuit, 
whioh was fretting poor Lady Daoey to death. But 
no one ever thought of mentioning the Miss Irwinos, 
except the poor people in Broxton village, who re¬ 
garded them as deep in the science of medicine, and 
spoke of tlioQi vaguely as “ the gentlefolks.” If any 
one had asked old Job Dumiuilow who gave him his 
flannel jacket, he would have answered, *'the gentle¬ 
folks, last winter; ” and widow Steene dwelt much 
on the virtues of the “stuff” the gentlefolks gave 
her for her cough. Under this name, too, they were 
used with groat effect as a means of taming refiao- 
tory children, so that at the sight of poor Miss 
Anne’s sallow face, several small urchins had a teiv 
rified sense that she was cognisant of all their worst 
misdemeanours, and knew the precise number of 
stones with which Ihoy had intended to hit fanner 
Britton’s ducks. But for all who saw them through 
a less mythical medium, the Miss Irwines were quite 
superfluous existences; inartistio figures crowding 
the canvas of life without adequate effect. Miss 
Anne, indeed, if her chronio hca^ladieB ooidl have 
boon aooonntod for by a pathetic stoiy of disap¬ 
pointed love, might have had some romantic in- 
torest attached to her; but no such story bad either 
been known or invented concerning her, and the 
general impression was quite in iioconlance with the 
fact, that both the sisters were old maids for the 
prosaic reason that they had never received an 
eligible offer. 
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KeverthelesB, to speak paradoxically, the exist* 
ence of insignificant people has very important con- 
' sequenoes in the world. It can be sliown to affoct 
the price of bread and the rate of wages, to call 
forth many evil tempers from the selfish, and many 
heroisms from the sympatheiic, and, in other ways, 
to play no small pari in tlie tragedy of life. And 
»if that handsome, gonerouB-bI(>oded clergyman, the 
Bey. Adolphus Irwino, had not had those two hope- 
lessly-maiden sistors, his lot would have been shaped 
quite differoutly: he would very likely have taken a 
comely wife in his youth, aud now, when his hair 
was getting grey under the powder, would have had 
tall eons and blooming daughters—such possessions, 
in short, as men couimoiily tliink wiU ropay them for 
all the labour they t<\ke under the biiii. As it was 
—having with all his thieo livings no more tlian 
seven hundred a-j'oar, and seeing no way of keep¬ 
ing his splendid mother and his sickly sister, not to 
reckon a second bister, who was usually sj)okoD of 
without an^ adjective, in sueh lady-like case as be¬ 
came their birth and habits, and at the same tirao 
pro\idmg for a family of his own—he remained, you 
see, at the ago of eight-and-forty, a bachelor, not 
making any merit of that ronunciution, hut saying 
laughingly, if any one alluded to it, tliat he made it 
an eixouso for many indulgenees 'which a wifi' would 
never have allowed him. And perhaps he was the 
only person in the world who did not think his sis¬ 
ters uninteresting and superfiuous; for his was one 
of those large-lienrted, sweet-blooded natures that 
never know a narrow or a grudging thouglit; epi- 
TOL. I O 
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cureaiii if you will, with no enthnsiaani) no self- 
scourging sense of duty; but yet, as you have soon, 
of a Buifficiently subtle moral fibre to have an un¬ 
wearying tenderness for obscure and monotonous 
suffering. It was his large-hearted indulgence that 
made him ignore his mother’s hardness towards her 
daughters, which was the more striking from its con¬ 
trast with hfT doting fondness towards liimself: he 
held it no yiriue to frown at inemcdiable faults. 

See the difiereno' between the impression a man 
makes on you when you walk by his side in familiar 
talk, or look at him in his home, and the figure he 
makes when seen from a lofty historical level, or 
even in the eyes of a critical neighbour who thinks 
of him as an embodied system or opinion rather than 
as a man. Mr Roe, tlie “ travelling preacher ” 
stationed at Troddleston, had included Mr Irwine 
in a general statement concerning tlie Cliurch clergy 
in the surrounding district, whom he described as 
men given up to the lusts of the flesh and the pride 
of life; hunting and shooting, and adorning their 
own houses; asking what shall wo eat, and what 
sliall wo drink, and wherewithal shall we be clothed ? 
—careless of dispensing the b'ead of lifo to their 
flocks, preaching at best hut a carnal and soul- 
benumbing morab'ty, and trafficking in the souls 
of men by receiving money for discharging the pas¬ 
toral office in parishes where they did not so much 
as look on the faces of the people more than once a- 
year. The ecclesiastical historian, too, looking into 
])arliamontary reports of that period, finds honour¬ 
able members zealous for the Church, and untainted 
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with (uny sympathy for tlie tnbo of canting Method- 
istSi** making statements scarcely loss melancholy 
than that of Mr Roe. And it is impossible for mo 
to say that Mr Trwiiio was altogether belied by the 
generic classification assigned him. He really liad 
no very lofty aims, no theological enthusiasm: if I 
were olosely questioned, T sliould be obliged to con¬ 
fess that ho felt no serious alarms about tlio souls of 
his parishioners, and would have thought it a mero 
loss of time to talk in a doctrinal and awakening 
manner to old “Foythcr I’nil,” or oven to Chad 
Cranage the blacksiuitli. If he had been in the 
habit of speaking theoretically, ho would perhaps 
have said thiit the only healthy form religion could 
take in such minds was that of < crtain dim but 
strong emotious, suffusing themsedM's as a hallow¬ 
ing influonco over tlio family affections nn«l neigh¬ 
bourly duties. lie thouglit the custom of baptism 
more important than its doctrine, and thiit the reli¬ 
gions benefits the peasant drew from the church 
where his fathers worshipped and the sacred piece 
of turf whore they lay buried, wore but slightly 
dependent on a clear understanding of the Liturgy 
or the sermon. Clearly the Rector was not what 
is called in these days an ** eorueht ” man. ho was 
fonder of ohnroh history than of divinity, and had 
mnch more insight into men’s cluiraclers tlian in¬ 
terest in their opinions; ho was neither laborious, 
nor obviously self-denying, nor very copious in alms¬ 
giving, and his theology, you perceive, was lax. His 
mental palate, indeed, was rather pagan, and found a 
savonriness in a quotation from Sophoclcii or Thco- 
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oriius that was quite absent from any text in Isaii^ 
or Amos. But if you feed your young setter on raw 
flesh, how can you wonder at its retaining a relish for 
uncooked partridge in after-life? and Mr Irwine's 
recollections of young entlmsiasm and ambition were 
all associated with poetry and ethics that lay aloof 
from the Bible. 

On tlio other hand, I must plead, for I have an 
affectionate partiality towards the Hector’s memory, 
that he was not 'v ndictive—and some philanthro¬ 
pists have been so; that he was not intolerant—and 
there is a rumour that some zealous theologians 
have not been altogether free from that blemish; 
that although he would pi-ohably have declined to 
give his body to bo burned in any public cause, and 
was far from bestowing all his goods to feed the 
poor, ho had that charity which has sometimes been 
lacking to very illustrious virtue—ho was tender to 
other men's failings, and unwilling to impute evil. 
He was one of those men, and they are not the 
commonest, of whom we can know the best only by 
following them away from the n‘t«rket-plaoo, tlie 
platform, and the pulpit, entering with them into 
their own homes, hearing the ^ oioe with which tiiey 
speak to the young and aged about their own hearth¬ 
stone, and witnessing their thoughtful care for the 
everyday wants of everyday companions, who take 
all their kindness as a matter of course, and not as a 
fluhjeot for panegyric. 

Sudi men, happily, have lived in times when groat 
abuses flourished, and have sometimes even been the 
livii^ representatives of the abuses. That is a 
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thought whioh might comfort us a little under the 
opposite &ct—that it is better soiuetiinos not to 
follow great reformers of abuses beyond the thresh¬ 
old of their homos. 

But whatever you may tliink of Mr Irwino now, 
if you had met him that June afternoon riding on 
bis grey cob, with his dogs running beside him— 
portly, upright, manly, with a g(tod-iiatured smile on 
his finely-turued lips as he talked to his dashing 
young companion on the hay mare, yon must have 
felt that, however ill he liarmonised with sound 
theories of tlie olorioal oflire, he soraoliow harmon¬ 
ised extremely well with that poaoefnl landscape. 

See tliem in the bright sunlight, interrupted every 
now and then by rolling inasses of cloud, ascending 
the slope from the B]i)xIo7j side, r^here the tall gables 
and elms of the rect,ory ja’edoiiiinato over the tiny 
white-washed church. They will soon bo in ilio 
parish of Hay slop©; the grey church-tower and vil¬ 
lage roofs lie before them to tho lei't, and farther on, 
to tho ri{>ht, they can just see the chimneys of the 
Hall Farm. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

liIE BALL FAKM. 

Evidently that gate is never opened : for the long 
grass and the great hemlooks grow close against it; 
and if it were opened, it is so msty, that the force 
necessary to turn it on its hinges would be likely to 
pull down the square stone-built pillars, to the detri¬ 
ment of the two stone lionesses winch grin with a 
doubtful carnivorous aihibility above a coat of arms 
surmounting each of the pillais. It would be easy 
enough, by the aid of the nicks in the stone pillars, 
to climb over the brick wall with its smooth stone 
coping; but by putting our eyes close to the rusty 
bars of the gate, we con see the house well enough, 
and all but the very comers of the grassy enclosure. 

It is a very fine old place, of red l>ji(^ softened 
by a pale powdery lichen, which has dispersed itself 
with happy irregularity, so as to bring the red brick 
into terms of friendly companionship with ibo lime¬ 
stone ornaments surrounding the three gables, the 
windows, and the door-place. But the windows ore 
patched with wooden panes, and the door, I think, is 
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like the gate—it is never opened. how it would 
groan and grate against the stone floor if it were! 
For it is a solid, heavy, handsome door, and must 
once have been in the habit of shutting with a sonor¬ 
ous bang behind a liveried lackey, who had just seen 
his master and mistress off the grounds in a carriage 
and pair. 

But at present one might fancy the house in tlie 
early stage of a chancery suit, and that the fruit from 
that grand double row of walnut-troes on the right 
hand of tlie enclosure would fall and rot among the 
grass, if it were not tliat we heard the booming bark 
of dogs echoing from great buiMings at the back. 
And now the half-wenned calves that have been 
sheltering themselves in a gorso-biiilt hovel against 
the left-hand wall, come out and set up a silly answer 
to that terrible bark, doubtless supposing that it has 
reference to buckets of milk. 

Yes, the house must be inhabited, and we will see 
by whom; for imagination is a licensed trespasser; 
it has no fear of dogs, but may climb over walls and 
peep in at windows with impunity. Put your &ce 
to one of the glass panes in the right-hand window: 
what do you see? A large open fireplace, with 
rusty dogs in it, and a bare boarded-floor; at the 
flu: end, fleeces of wool stacked up; in the middle of 
the floor, some empty corn-bags. That is the fotmi- 
ture of the dining-room. And what tlirough the left- 
hand window? Several clothes-heises, a pillion, 
a spinning-wheel, and an old box wide open, and 
stuffed fliU of coloured rags. At the edge of this 
box there lies a great wooden doll, which, so flu* aa 
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mutilation is concerned, bears a strong reseiublance 
to the finest Greek sculpture, and espeoiaJly in the 
total loss of its nose. Near it there is a little chair, 
and the butt-end of a boy’s leather long-lashed whip. 

The histoiy of the house is plain now. It was 
once the reflidunce of a coimtiy squire, whose &mily, 
probably dwindling down to more spinsterhood, got 
merged in the more territorial name of Donnithome. 
It was once the HaU; it is now the Hall Farm. 
Like the life in some coast-town that was once a 
watering-placo, and ‘s now a port, where the gen¬ 
teel streets are silent .uid grass-grown, and the docks 
and warehouses busy s nd resonant, the life at the 
Hall lias changed its focus, and no longer radiates 
from the parlour, but from tlie kitchen and the friim- 
yard. 

Plenty of life there I though this is the drowsiest 
time of the year, just before hay-haivest; and i1 ii 
the drowsiest time of the day too, for it is close upon 
three by the sun, uml it is lialf-past lliree by Airs 
Poyser’s handsome eight-day clock. But there is 
always a stronger sense of when the snn i*« 
brilliant after rain ; and now ho is pouring down liis 
beams, and making sparkles among the wet straw, 
and lighting up every patch of vi\id green moss on 
the red tiles of the cow-shed, and tui uing even ihe' 
muddy water that is hurrying along the channel to 
the drain into a mirror for the yellow-billed ducks, 
who are seizing the opportunity of getting a drink 
with as much body in it as possible. There is quite 
a concert of noises; tho great bull - dog, chained 
against the stables, is thrown into furious exaspeia- 
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tion the unwary approach of a cock too neat the 
moutli of his konnol, and sends forth a thundering 
bark, which ia answered by two fox-hounds shut up 
in the opposite cow-house; the old top-knotted hens, 
scratching witli their chicks among Ihe straw, set up 
a sympathetic croaking as the discomlited cock joins 
them; a sow with her br(X)d, all very muddy as to 
the legs, and curled as to the tail, throws in some 
deep staccato notes; our fiieiids the calves arc bloat¬ 
ing from the homo croft; and, undor all, a fine ear 
discerus the continuous bum of human voices. 

For the great barn-doors ore tlirown wide open, 
and men are busy there mending tlie harness, under 
^ho suporiijitiidiun'O of Mi Goby the “ wliittaw,” 
otlioiwise saddler, who entertains them with the 
latest Treddlesfon gossip. It is certainly rather an 
uiilortuuate day that Alicfr, the sheplierd, has chosen 
for having the whitliiws, since the morning turned 
out BO wet; and Mrs Poysor has spoken lier mind 
pretty strongly as to the dirt which the extra num- 
boi of moil’s shoes brought mto the house at dinner- 
tinio. linleed, she has not yet recovered her equa¬ 
nimity on fclui subject, tliougli it is now nearly three 
hours since iliimer, and the house-floor is perfectly 
olf*aii again; as clean as everytliing else in tliat 
wonderful house-place, where the only chance of 
collecting a few grains of dust would be to climb on 
the salt-coiTor, and put your finger on tlie high man- 
tel-^helf on which the glittering brass candlesticks 
are enjoying tlieir summer sinecure; for at tliis time 
of year, of course, every one goes to bed wliile it is 
yet light, or at least light enough to discern Uie out- 
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lino of objects after joa Have bruised yonr shins 
against them. Snrely nowhere else oould an oak 
olook-case and an oak table hare got to such a polisK 
by the hand: genuine “ elbow polish,” as Mrs Foyser 
called it, for she thanked God she never had any of 
your varnished rubbish in her house. Hetty Sorrel 
of^en took the opportunity, when her aunt's back was 
turned, of looking at the pleasing reflection of her¬ 
self in those polished surfaces, fur the oak table was 
usually turned up like a-screen, and was more for 
ornament than for lae; and she could see herself 
Bometimes in the gieat round pewter dishes that 
were ranged on the shelves above the long deal 
dinner - table, or in tho hobs of the grate, which 
always shone hko jasper. 

Everything was looking at its brightest at this 
moment, for tho sun shone right on the pewtor 
dishes, and from their reflecting surfaces pleasant 
jets of light wore thrown on mellow oak and bright 
brass;—and on a still pie isanter object than those; 
for some of the rays fell on Dinah’s finely-moulded 
cheek, and lit up her pale red hair to auburn, as she 
bent over the heavy household linen which she was 
mending for her nunt. No scene could have been 
more peaceful, if Sfrs Foyser, who was ironing a few 
things that still remained from the Monday's wash, 
had not been making a frequent dinking with her 
iron, and moving to and fro whenever she wanted it 
to cool; carrying the keen glance of her blue-grey 
eye from the kitchen to the daiiy, where Hetty was 
making up the butter, and from the dairy to the 
back-kitchon, where Nancy was taking the pies out 
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of the oven. Do not suppose, however, that Mrs 
Foyser was elderly or shrewish in her appearance; 
she was a good-looking woman, not more than eiglit- 
and-thirfy, of fair complexion and sandy hair, well- 
shapen, light-footed: the most conspicuous article 
in her attire was on ample checkered linen apron, 
which almost oovored her skirt; and nothing could 
be plainer or less noticeable than her cap and gown, 
for thero was no weakness of which she was less 
tolerant than feminine vanity, and the preference of 
ornament to utility. The family likeness between 
her and her niece Dinah Morris, with the contrast 
between her keenness and Dinah's seraphic gentle¬ 
ness of expression, might have served a painter as 
on excellent suggestion for a Martha and Mary. 
Their eyes were just of the some colour, but a 
striking test of the difTcrence in their operation was 
seen in the demeanour of Trip, ilie black-and-lan 
terrier, whenever that much-suspected dog unwarily 
exposed himself to the freezing arctic ray of Mrs 
Peyser's glance. Her tongue was not loss keen 
than her eye, and, whenever a damsel came witlun 
earshot, seemed to take up an unfinished Icctm-e, as 
a barrel-organ takes up a tune, precisely at the point 
where it liad loft off. 

The iaefc that it was churning-day was another 
reason why it was inconvenient to have the whit- 
taws, and why, consequently, M j Foyser should 
scold Molly the housemaid with unusual severity. 
To all appearance Molly had got Uirough her after- 
dinner work in an exemplary manner, had “ cleaned 
herself'' with great despatch, and now came to ask, 
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BubmiBsively, if slie should sit down to her spinning 
till nodlking - time. But tliis blameless oondupt, ac¬ 
cording to Mrs Poyser, shrouded a secret indulgence 
of unbecoming wishes, which she now dragged forth 
and held up to Molly’s view with cutting eloquence. 

Spinning, indeed! It isn’t spinning as you’d 
be at, I’ll be bound, and let you have your own way* 
£ never knew your equals for gallowsncBs. To think 
of a gell o’ your age wanting to go and sit with hidf- 
a-dozen men 1 I’d ha’ been ashamed to let the words 
pass over my bps if I’d been you. And you, as 
have been here over since last Micliaelmas, and I 
hired you at Trcddles’on stattits, without a bit o' 
character — as I say, you might be grateful to be 
hired in that way to a respectable place; and you 
know no more o’ what belongs to work when you 
come here than the mawkin i’ the field. As poor a 
two-fisted thing as ever I saw, you know you was. 
Who taught you to scrub a floor, I should like to 
know? Why, you’d leave the dirt in heaps i’ tlie 
corners — anybody ’ud think you’d never been 
brought up among Ohi-istians. And as for spin¬ 
ning, why, you’ve wasted as much as your wage i* 
the flax you’ve spoiled learning to spin. And youVe 
a right to feel that, and not to go about as gaping 
and as tiioughtless as if you was beholding to no¬ 
body. Comb the wool for the whittaws, indeed! 
That’s what you’d like to be doing, is it? That’s* 
the way with you—that’s the road you’d all like to ‘ 
g^, headlougs to ruin. You’re never easy tiU you’ve 
got* some sweetheart as is as big a fool as yourself: 
you think you'll be finely off when you’re married,' 
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I daresay, and liave got a three-legged stool to sit 
on, and 'never a blanket to cover yon, and a bit o’ 
dat-oake for your dinner, as three chUclren are a- 
snatching at.” 

** I’m sure I donna want t’ go wi* the whittaws," 
said Molly, whimpering, and quite overcome by this 
Dantean picture of her future, ** on’y we allays used 
to comb the wool for ’n at Hester Ottley’s; an’ so I 
just axed ye. I donna want to set eyes on the whit¬ 
taws again; I wish 1 may never stir if 1 do.” 

“Mr Ottley’s, indeed! It’s fine talking o* what 
yon did at Mr Ottloy’s. Your missis there might 
like her floors dirted wi’ whittaws for what I know. 
There’s no knowing wlint people wonna like—such 
ways as I’ve heard of! I never had a goll come 
into my house as seemed to know what cleaning 
was; I think people live like pigs, for my part. 
And as to tliat Betty as was dairymaid at Trent’s 
before she come to me, she’d ha’ left tlie cheeses 
without turning from week's end to week’s end, and 
the dairy thralls, 1 might ha’ wrote my name on 
’em, when I come down-stairs after my illness, as 
the doctor said it was inflammation—it was a mercy 
I got well of it. And to think o’ your knowing no 
better, Molly, and boon here a-going i’ nine months, 
and not for want o’ taUring to, neither—and wliat 
are you stanning there for, like a jack as is run 
(down, instead o* getting your wheel out? You’re 
a rare un for sitting down to your work a little while 
after it’s time to put by.” 

“ Munny, my iron's twite told; pease put it down 

to warm.” 
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weight any day, to save anybody elae carrying a 
ounce. And ahe waa just the same frcnn the first o* 
my remembering her; it made no differenee in her, 
as I could SCO, 'when she took to tlie Methodists, 
only sho talked a bit diiTorent, and wore a different 
sort o* cap; but she’d never in her life spent a penny 
on heiself more than keeping herself decent.” 

** She was a blessed woman,” said Dinah; ** God 
had given her a loving, self-forgetting nature, and 
He porfe(‘ted it by grace. And she was very fond of 
you too, aunt Bachel. I’ve often heard her talk of 
you in the same b nt of way. When she had that 
bad illness, and I was only eleven years old, she 
used to say, * You’ll have a fiiond on earth in your 
aunt Rachol, if I’m taken from you; for she has a 
kind heart; ’ and I’m buio I’ve found it so.” 

** I don’t know how, child; anybody 'ud be cun¬ 
ning to do anything for ;you, 1 think; you’re like the 
buds o’ th’ air, and hve nobody knows how. I’d ha* 
been glad to behave to you like a mothei’s sister, if 
you’d come and live i’ this countiy, where there’s 
some shelter and victual for man and beast, and folks 
don’t live on the naked hills, hire poultry a^acratoh- 
ing on a gravel bank. And then you might get 
married to some decent man, an I there’d bo plenty 
ready to liave you, if you’d only h ave off that preach¬ 
ing, as is ten times worse than anything your aunt 
Judith ever did. And oven if you’d many Setl\ 
Bedo, as is a poor wool-gathering Methodist, and’s 
never like to have a penny beforehand, I know your 
uncle ’ud help you with a pig, and very hke a cow, 
for he’s allays been good-natui’d to my kin, for all 
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they're poor, and made *em welcome to the house; 
and 'ud do for you, I’ll be bound, as much as ever 
he’d do for Hefty, though she’s his own niece. And 
there’s linen in the house as I could well spare you, 
for Tve got lots o’ sheeting and table-clothing, and 
towelling, as isn’t made up. There’s a piece o’ sheet¬ 
ing I could give you as that squinting Kitty spun— 
she was a rare girl to spin, for all she squinted, and 
the children couldn’t abide her; and, you know, the 
spinning's going on constant, and theie’s new linen 
wove twice as fast as the old wears out. But where’s 
the use o’ talking, if ye wonna be persuaded, and 
settle down like any other woman in her senses, 
istead o’ wearing yourself out with walking and 
preaching, and giving away cveiy penny you got, 
so as you’ve nothing saved against sickness ; and all 
the things you’ve got i’ the world, I venly believe, 
’ud go info a bundle no bigger nor a double cheese. 
And all because you’ve got notions i’ your head 
about religion more nor what’s i’ the Catechism and 
the Prayer-book.” 

‘^But not more thEui what’s in the Bible, aunt,” 
sidd Dinah. 

**Yes, and the BiWe too, for that matter,” Mrs 
Poyser rejoined, ratlici shaiply; else why shouldn’t 
them as know best what’s in the }>ible—the parsons 
and people as have got nothing to do but learn it— 
do the same as you do? But, for the matter o’ tltat, 
if everybody was to do like you, the world must 
come to a standstill; for if everybody tried to do 
without house and home, and with poor eating and 
drinking, and was allays talking as we must dc spise 

VOL h it 
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the things o* the world, as yon say, I should liie to 
know where the pick o’ the stock, and the oom, and 
the best new-milk cheeses ’nd have to go. Eveiy- * 
body ’nd be wanting bread made o’ tail ends, and 
everybody ’ud be running after everybody else to 
preach to ’em, istead o’ bringing up their Emilies, 
and laying by against a bad harvost. It stands to 
sense as that can’t bo the right religion.” 

Nay, dear aunt, you never heard me say that all 
people are called to forsake their work and their 
families. It’s quite right the land should be ploughed 
and sowed, and th« precious oom stored, and the 
things of this life cared for, and right that people 
should rejoice in tlieir febmilios, and provide for them, 
so that this is done in the fear of the Jjord, and that 
they are not umnindhil of the soul’s wants while 
they are caring for the body. We can all be ser¬ 
vants of Qod wlierever our lot is cast, but He gives 
ns different sorts of work, according as He fits us for 
it and calls us to it. 1 can no more help spending 
my life in trying to do what 1 can for the souls of 
others, than you could help running if you heard little 
Totty crying at the other end of the h uise; the voice 
would go to your heart, you would tliink the dear 
child was in trouble or in danger, and you wouldn’t 
rest without running to help her and comfort her.” 

**Ah,” said Mrs Poyser, rising and walking to¬ 
wards the door, “ I know it ’nd bo just the same if 1 
was to talk to you for hours. You’d make me the 
same answer, at th’ end. I might ns well talk to 
the lunnhig brook, and tell it to stan’ stilL” 

Tho causeway outside the kitchen door was diy 



9HB HAIX f ASH. 


116 


enongh now for Mrs PoyBor to stand there quite 
^pleasantly and see what was going on in the yard, 
1^0 (S^7 worsted stocking making a steady progress 
in her handa all the while. But she had not been 
standing there more than five minutes before she 
came in again, and said to Dinah, in rather a fluiriod, 
awe-stricken tone~ 

^If there isn't Captain Donnitliome and Mr 
Irwine a-coming into the yardl I’ll lay my life 
they're come to speak about your preaching on the 
Green, Dinah; it’s you must answer ’em, for I’m 
dumb. I’ve said enough a’ready about your bring¬ 
ing such disgrace upo’ your tmcle’s family. 1 
wouldn’t ha’ minded if you’d been Mr Poyser’s own 
niece—^folks must put up wi’ thoir own kin, as they 
put up wi’ their own noses—it’s Iheir own flesh and 
blood. But to tliLnk of a niece o' mine being cause 
o’ my husband’s being turned out of bis farm, and me 
brought him no fortin but my savins- 

**Nay, dear aunt Eaohel,” said Dinah gently, 
you’ve no cause for such fears. I’ve strong assur¬ 
ance that no evil will happen to yon and my uncle 
and the children from anything I’ve done. I didn’t 
preach without direction,” 

** Direction I I know very well what you mean by 
direction,” said Mrs Poyser, knitting in a rapid and 
agitated manner. ** When there's a biggei maggot 
thsn nsial in your head you call it * direction ; ’ and 
then nothing can stir you—^you look like the statty 
0 ^ tibe outside o’ Treddles’on church, a-starin’ and 
a-smilin’ whether it’s fliir weather or foul. I hanrift 
oommon patience with you.” 
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By this time the two gentlemen had rekah*^ the 
palings, and had got down from their horses: it was 
plain they meant to come in. Mrs Poyser advanced ' 
to the door to meet them, curtsying loy, and trem^ 
bling between anger with Dinah and anxiety to con¬ 
duct herself with perfect propriety on the occasion. 
For in those days the keenest of bucolic minds felt 
a whispering awe at the sight of the gentry, such as 
of old men felt when they stood on tip-toe to watch 
the gods passing by in tall human shape. 

“ Well, Mrs Poy er, how are you after this stormy 
morning?” said Mr Irwine, with his stately cor¬ 
diality. Onr feet are quite dry; wo shall not soil 
your beautiful floor.” 

“ Oh, sir, don’t mention it,” said Mrs Poyser. “Will 
you and the Captain please to walk into the parlour?” 

“No, indeed, thank you, Mrs Poyser,” said the 
Captain, looking eagerly round the kitchen, as if his 
eye were seeking something it could not find. “ 1 
delight in youi kitchen. I think it is the most 
charming room I know. I should like every ftirmer's 
wife to come and look at it for a pattern.” 

“ Oh, you’re pleased to say so, sir. Pray take a 
seat,” said Mrs Poyser, relieved a little by this 
compliment and the Captain’s e\.dont goocL-uumour, 
but still glaneing anxiously at Mr Irwine, who, she 
saw, was looking at Dinah and advancing towards 
her. 

“Poyser is not at home, is he?” said Captain 
Donnithome, seating himself where he could see, 
alofig the short passage to the open dairy-door. 

“No, sir, ho isn’t he’s onne to Bosseter to see 
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Mr West, the &otar, about the wooL But there's 
^ fhther i’ the bam, sir, if he’d be of any use.” 

thank you; I’ll just look at the wbolps and 
leave a message about thorn witli your shepherd. 
I must come another day and see your husband; 1 
want to have a consultation with him about horses. 
Do you know when he’s likely to be at liberty?” 

" Why, sir, you can hardly miss him, except it’s 
o’ Treddles’on market-day—that’s of a Friday, you 
know. For if he’s anywhere on the farm we con, 
send for him in a minute. If we’d got rid o’ tlio 
Soantlands we should have no outl^'ing fields; and 
I should be glad of it, for if ever anything liappcns 
he’s sure to be gone to the Soantlands. Things 
allays happen so contrairy, if they’ve a chance; and 
it’s an unnat’ral thing to have one bit o’ your farm 
in one county and all the h st in another.” 

** Ah, the Scantlands would go miidi better with 
Choyce’s farm, especially as he wants dairy-land and 
you’ve got plenty. 1 think yours is the prettiest 
fiurm on the estate, though; and do you know, Mrs 
Foyser, if I were going to marry and settle, I should 
be tempted to turn you out, and do up this fine old 
house, and turn farmer myself” 

“Oh, sir,” said Mrs Poj'-bpr, lather alaiincd, “you 
wouldn’t like it at all. As for farming, it’s putting 
money into your pocket wi* your right hand and 
fetching it ont wi’ yonr left. As fur as I can see^ 
it’s raising victual for other folks, and just getting 
a mouthful for yourself ami your children as you go 
. along. Not as you’d be lile a poor man as wants to 
get hie bread you could afiord to lose as much 



118 


ADAH BIEDB. 


money as yon liked i’ Sunning; bnt it*e poor ftm 
losing money, I shonld think, though I nndetstan' 
it*s what the great folks i’ London play at more than 
anything. For my husband heard at market as 
Lord Lacey’s eldost son had lost thousands upo* 
thousands to the Prince o’ Wales, and they said my 
'ady was going to pawn her jewels to pay for him. 
But you know more about that than I do, sir. But, 
as for farming, sir, I canna think as you’d like it; 
and this house—the draughts in it are enough to out 
you through, and jI’s my opinion the floors up-stairs 
are very rotten, and the rats i’ the cellar are beyond 
anything.” 

“Why, tliat’s a terrible picture, Mbs Poyser. I 
think I should be doing you a service to turn you 
out of such a place. But there’s no chance of that. 
I’m not likely to settle for the neict twenty years, 
till I’m a stout gentleman of forty; and my grand¬ 
father would never consent to part with such good 
tenants as 3 ’^ou.” 

“ Well, sir, if he thinks so well o’ Mr Poyser for a 
tenant, I wish you could put in a word for him to 
allow us some new gates for the Five closes, for my 
husband’s been asking and asking till he’s tired, and 
to think o’ what he’s done for the fium, ana's never 
had a penny allowed him, be the times bad or good. 
And as I’ve said Ut my husband often and often, Pm 
sure if the Captain had anything to do with it, it 
wouldn’t be so. Not as I wish to speak disrespect¬ 
ful o’ them as have got the power i’ their hands, but 
it’s more than flesh and blood ’ull bear sometimes, to 
be toiling and striving, and up oarly and down late^ 
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and luudl^ sleeping a wink when you lie do\m for 
thinking as the cheese may swell, or the cows may 
slip their calf, or the wheat may grow green again 
i’ the sheaf—and after all, at th’ end o’ the year, it’s 
like as if you’d been cooking a feast and had got the 
smell of it for your pains.” 

Mrs Poyser, once launched into conversation, 
always sailed along without any check irom her 
preliminoiy awe of the gentry. The coniidenoe she 
felt in her own powers of exposition was a motive 
force that overcame all resistance. 

**I’m afraid I should only do harm instead of 
good, if I were to speak about the gates, Mrs Poyser,” 
said the Captain, ^'though I assui'e you there’s no 
man on the estate I would sooner say a word foi 
than your husband. I know his farm is in better 
order than any other within ten miles of us; and as 
for the kitchen,” he added, smiling, “ I don’t believe 
there’s one in the kingdom to beat it. By the by, 
I’ve never seen your dairy; I must see your dairy, 
Mrs Poyser.” 

Indeed, sir, it’s not fit for you to go in, foi 
Hetty’s in the middle o’ making the butter, for the 
churning was thrown late, and I’m quite ashamed.” 
This Mrs Poyser said blushing, and believing that 
the Captain was really interested in her milk-pans, 
and would a^ust his opinion of iier to the appearance 
of her dairy. 

Oh, I’ye no doubt it’s in capital order. Take me 
in,” said the Captain, liimaelt’ leading the way, while 
Mrs Poyser followed* 
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The rlairy was certainly worth looking at • it was a 
scone to bicken for with a sort of calenture in hot 
and dusty streets—such coolness, such purity, such 
frobh fragidiice of new-pressod clioebe, of lixm butter, 
of wooden vessels peipctually bathed m pure water; 
Buoh soft colouiing of led earthenwaie and creamy 
8ur&.ceB, brown wood and polishod tin, grey lime- 
Btoiie and rich oiauge-rod lust on the iron woiglits 
and hooks and hinges. But one gets only a confused 
notion of these details when they surround a distract^ 
ingly pretty girl of seventeen, standing on little 
pattens and rounding her dimpled arm to lifb a pound 
of butter out of the scale. 

Hetty blushed a deep rose-e(Jour when Captain 
Donnithome entered the dairy and hpoko to her; 
but it was not at all a distressed blush, for it was ixir 
wreathed with smiles and dimples, and with sparkles 
from under long curled dark eyelashes; and while 
hof aunt was discouising to him about the limited 
amount of milk that was to be spared for butter and 
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oheese so long as the calves wei*e not all wcanod, 
jand a large quantity bilt inferior quality of milk 
yielded by the eliort-bom, which had boon bought 
on ezperimont, together with other matters which 
must bo interesting to a young gentleman who would 
one day be a landlord, Hetty tossed and patted hor 
pouxid of butter with quite a self-possossed, coquettish 
air, slily oonscions that no turn of her head was lost. 

There are various orders of beauty, causing men 
to make fools of themselves in various styles, from. 
the desperate to the bheepish; but there is one 
Order of beauty which seems made to turn the 
heads not only of men, but of all intelligent mam¬ 
mals, even of women. It is a beauty like that of 
kittens, or very small downy ducks making gentle 
rippling noises with tlioir soft bills, or babies just 
beginning to toddle and to engage m conscious 
mischief—a beauty with which you can never be 
angiy, but that yon fed ready to crush fOr inability 
to comprehend the state of mind into which it throws 
you. Hetty Sorrel’s was that sort of beauty. Her 
aimt, Mrs Poyser, who professed to despise all p^- 
Bonal attractions, and intended to be the severest 
of mentors, coniinually gazed at Hetty’s charms by 
the sly, fascinated in spite of herself; and after ad¬ 
ministering such a scolding as riiturally flowed from 
her anxiety to do well by her husband’s niece—who 
had no mother of her own to scold her, poor thing! 
—she would often confess to her husband, when they 
were safe out of hcaiing, that she firmly believed, 
the naughtier the little huzzy behaved, the prettier 
she looked” 
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It is of little ueo for me to tell yon that Hetty’s 
cheek was like a rose-petal, that dimples played 
about her pouting bps, that her large dark eyes hid 
a soft roguishuess under their long lashes, and that 
her curly hair, though all pushed back under hel 
round cap while she was at woik, stole book in dark 
delicate rings on her forehead, and about her white 
shell-like ears; it is of little use for me to say how 
lovely was the contour of her pink-and-white necker¬ 
chief, tucked intL> her low plum-coloured stuff boddice, 
or how the linen butter-making apron, with its bib, 
seemed a thing to be imitated in silk by duchesses, 
since it fell in such charming lines, or how her 
brown stockings and thick-soled buckled shoes lost 
all that clumsiness which they must certainly haTe 
had when empty of her foot and ankle;—of littje 
use, unless you have seen a woman who affected you 
as Hetty affected her beholders, for otherwise, though 
you might conjure up the image of a lovely woman, 
she would not in the least resemble that distracting 
kitten-like maiden. I might mention all the divine 
charms of a bright spring day, but if you had never 
in your life utterly forgotten yourself in straining 
your eyes oftor the mounting lark, or in wander¬ 
ing through the still lanes when the fresh-f^ned 
blosboiiis fill them with a sacred silent beauty like 
that of fretted aihles, whore would be the use of my 
descriptive catalogue? I could never make you know • 
what I meant by a bright spimg day. Hetty’s was 
a spring-tide beauty; it was the beauty of young 
frisking things, round-limbed, gambolling, circum¬ 
venting you by a false air of muooenoe^the inno- 
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oonce of a youngs star-browed Oolf, for example, that) 
being inclined for a promenade ont of boundm, loads 
you a severe steeple-ohase over hedge and ditch, and 
only comes to a stand in the middle of a bog. 

And Ibey are the prettiest attitudes and move¬ 
ments into which a pretty girl is thiown in making 
up butter—^tossing movements that give a charming 
curve to tlie arm, and a sideward inclination of the 
round white neck; little patting and rolling move¬ 
ments with the palm of the hand, and nice adapta¬ 
tions and finishings which cannot at aU be efiected 
without a great play of tlie pouting mouth and tho 
dark eyes. And then the butter itself seems to 
communicate a fiesh charm—it is so pure, so sweet- 
scented; it is turned off the mould with such a 
^ beautiful firm surface, like marblo in a pale yellow 
light I Moreover, Hetty was particulaily clever at 
making up the buttci; it was the one performance 
of hers that her aunt allowed to pa^s without severe 
oriticism; so she handled it with all tlie grace that 
belongs to mastery. 

“I hope you will bo ready for a great holiday 
on the thirtieth of July, Mrs Foysor," said Captain 
Donnithome, when he had sufficiently admiied the 
dairy, and given several improvised opinions on 
Swede turnips and shoit-homs. *‘You know what 
is to happen then, and I shall T^xpeot you to be one 
of the guests who come earliest and leave latest. 
Will you promise mo your hand for two dances, Miss 
Hetty? If I don’t get your piomise now, I know I 
Cihall hardly have a clianco, for all the smart young 
fiurmers will take caie to secure you.” 
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Hetty smiled and blushed, but before *Blia could 
answer, Mrb Poyser interposed, scandalised at tho^ 
mere suggestion that the young squire could be 
excluded by any meaner partners. 

** Indeed, bir, you are very kind to take that notice 
of her. And Tm sure, whenever you’re pleased to 
lance with her, she’ll bo proud and thankful, if she 
stood still all the rest o’ th’ evening.” 

Oh no, no, that would bo too cruel to all the other 
young fellows who can dance. But you will promise 
me two dances, wi >’t you ? ” the Captain continued, 
determined to make lietty look at him and speak to 
him. 

Hetty dioppcd the prettiest little curtsy, and 
stole a half-shy, half-coquettish glance at him as 
she said— 

“ Yes, thank yon, sir." 

“ And you must bnn «> all your children, you know, 
Mis Foyser; your little Totty, as well as the boys. 

I want all the youngest children on tho estate to be 
there — aU those who will be fine young men and 
women when I’m a bald old fellow.” 

** Oh dear, sir, that ’uU be a long timo first,” said 
Mrs Poysor, quite overcome at the young squire’s 
speaking so lightly of himself, ajid thinking how he|; 
husband would bo interested in hearing her recount 
this remarkable spei'imen of high-bom humour. The 
Captain was thought to be veiy ftdl of his jokes,” 
and was a great fitvourite throughout the estate on 
account of his fi^e mwners. Every tenant vms quite 
sure things would be difiEerent when the reins got^ 
into his hands—there was to be a millennial abun- 
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dance of new gatee, allowiuicei of lime, and ratnnui 
of ten per cent. 

** But where ie Totty to-day ? ” he said. “ I want 
to eee her." 

“ Where is the little nn, Hetty ?" said Mrs Poyser. 

** She oame in here not long ago.'* 

don't know. She went into the browhonae to 
Nancy, I think." 

The proud mother, unable to ronist tlie temptation 
to show her Totty, passed at oneo into the back- , 
kitchen, in search of her, not, howeyer, without mis¬ 
givings lest something should have happened to 
render her person and attire unfit for presentation. 

“And do you cany tho butter to market when 
you've made it?” said tho Gaplam to Hetty, mean¬ 
while. 

“ Oh no, sir; not when it's so heavy: I’m not stiong 
enough to cany it. Aliek takes it on hoi&ebaLk.” 

“No, I’m suro your pretty aims were never meant 
for such heavy weights. But you go out a walk 
sometimes these pleasant evenmgs, don’t you ? Why 
don’t you have a walk in tlie Chase sometimes, now 
it’s so green and pleasant ? I hardly ever see you 
anywhere except at home and at church.’' 

^“Aunt doesn’t like mo to go a-walking only 
when I’m going somewhere,” said Hetty. “But I 
go through the Chase sometime^.” 

*^And don't you ever go to see Mrs Best, the 
housekeeper? I think 1 saw you once in the house¬ 
keeper's room." 

. “It isn't Mrs Best, it’s Mrs Pomfiret, the lady's- 
ipoaiid, as 1 go to see. She's teaching mo tent-stitch 
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and the lace-mending. Tm going to tea with her 
to-monx)W afternoon." 

r 

The reason why there had been space for this 
tite-d-tite can only be known by looking into the 
back - kitchen, where Totty had been discovered 
robbing a stray blue-bag against her nose, and m 
the same moment allowing some liberal indigo drops 
to lall on her afternoon pinafore. But now she ap¬ 
peared bolding her mother’s hand—the end of her 
round nose rather shiny from a recent and hurried 
application of Boaj> and water. 

Here she is 1" said the Captain, lifting her up 
and setting her on the low stone shel£ Here’s 
Totty I By the by, what’s her other name? She 
wasn’t christened Totty.” 

Oh, sir, we call her sadly out of her name. Char¬ 
lotte’s her christened name. It’s a name i’ Mr 
Poyser’s family: his gi'andmotlier was named Char¬ 
lotte. But we began with calling her Lotty, and 
now it’s got to Totty. To be sure it’s more like a 
name for a dog than a Christian ciiild.” 

** Totty’s a capital name. Wliy, she looks like a 
Totty. Has she got a pocket on?” said the Captaiui 
feeling in his own waistcoat pockets. 

Totty immediately with gr<s<t gravity lifted up. 
her frock, and showed a tiny pmk pocket at present 
in a state of collapse. 

“ It dot notin in it,” she said, os she looked down 
at it very earnestly. 

^**Nol what a pity 1 such a pretty pocket. Well, 

I think I’ve got some things in mine that will make 
a pretty jingle in it. Yes I I declare Fve got five 
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little tound Bilyer things, and hear what a pretfj 
noise they make in Totty’s pink pocket.” Here 
*he shook the pocket with the five sixpences in it, 
and Totty showed her teeth and wrinkled her noso 
in great glee j but, divining that there was nothing 
more to be got by staying, she jumped off the shelf 
and ran away to jingle her pocket in the hearing of 
Nancy, while her motlier called after her, “ Oh for 
shame, you naughty gell I not to tliank the Captain 
for what he’s given you. I’m sure, sir, it’s veiy^ 
kind of you; but slie’s spoiled shamefnl; her father 
won’t havo her said nay in anything, and thore’s no 
managing her. It’s being the youngest, and th’ 
only gell.” 

** Oh, she’s a funny little fetty; I wouldn’t havo her 
different But I must be going now, for I suppose 
the Rector is waiting for me.” 

With a “good-by,” a bright glance, and a bow 
to Hetty, Arthur left the dairy. But ho was mis¬ 
taken in imagining himself waited for. The RucLor 
had been so much interested in his conversation 
with Dinah, that he would not hav o chosen to close 
it earlier; and you shall hear now what they had 
been saying to each other. 
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CHAPTER VriL 

A. VOCmON. 

Dinatt, who hncl liaen whon the gentlemen came in, 
but still kept bold ot the sheet she was mending, 
curtsied respectfully when she saw Mr Irwine look< 
ing at her and advancing towards her. He had 
never yet spoken to her, or stood face to face with 
her, and her first tliouglit, as her eyes mot his, was, 
“ What a well-favoured countenance 1 Oh that the 
good seed miglit iall on that soil, foi it would surely 
flourish.” The agreeable impression must have been 
mutual, for Mr Irwine bowed to her witli a benignant 
deference, which would have been equally in place 
if she had been the most dignified laily of hia ao- 
qiiaintanoe. 

“You are only a visitor in this neighbourhood, 
I think ? ” were hib first words, as he seated himself 
opposite to her. 

“No, sir, 1 come from Snowfiold, in Stonyshiie. 
B^t my aunt was very kind, wanting me to have rest 
from my work there, because Pd been ill, and she 
invited me to come and stay with her for a while.” 







^ Ali^T rSknembec Snowfidld rety wdll; I onoe had 
oooafium to go thoro. IVb a droaiy bleak place. 
Thay Were building a ootton-mill there; but that’s 
many yaars ago now: I suppose the place is a good 
adeal changed by the employment that mill must 
tave brought," 

^It changed so &r as the mill has brought 
people there, who get a livelihood for themselves 
by working in it, and make it bettor for the trades- 
fblks. 1 work in it myself, and have reason to be • 
igrateful, for thereby I have enough and to spare. 
But it's stiU a bleak place, as you say, su—veiy 
Afferent irom this country." 

**Tou have relations living there, probably, so 
that you aie attarlied to tlio place as your home?" 

^'Ihadan aunt tlieie once; she brought mo up, 
for I was an orphan. But she was taken away 
seven years ago, and 1 have no other kindicd that 
I hnow o^ besides my aunt Foyser, who is veiy 
good to me, and would have me como and hvo in 
this country, which to bo sure is a good land, where¬ 
in they eat bread without scarconoss. But I’m not 
£ree to leave Snowfield, where 1 was first planted, 
and have grown deep into it, like the small grass on 
the hill-top." 

*'Ah, 1 daresay yon have mai y rohgious friends 
and companions there; you ai<‘ a Methodist—a 
rtiTssleyan, I think?” 

, ^*yes, my aunt at Snowfield belonged to tho 
^Booiety, and I have cause to be thankful for the 
(pririleges I have had therely from my earliest 
^Inldhood." 

^ ixxu I 

m 
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"And have yon been long in the habit of {neach* 
ing?—for I understand you preached at Hayslope^ 
last night.” 

" I ^t took to the work four years sinoe, when 
I was twenty-one.” ^ 

"Your Society sanctions women’s preaching, then?” 

" It doesn’t forbid them, sir, when they’ve a qlesr 
call to the work, and when their ministry is owned 
by the conversion of sinners, and the strengthening 
of God’s people. Mrs Fletcher, as you may have 
heard about, was )Jie first woman to preach in the 
Society, I beheve, before she was married, when 
she was Miss Bosanquet; and Mr Wesley approved 
of her undertaking the work. She had a great gifli^ 
and there are many others now hving who are 
precious fellow-helpers in the work of the ministry* 

1 understand there’s bcon voices raised against it 
m the Society of late, but I cannot but tliink theii 
counsel will come to nought. It isn’t for men to 
make channels for God’s Spirit, as they make ohan- 
nels for the water-courses, and say, 'Flow here, but 
flow not there.’ ” 

"But don’t you find some dangt^r among your 
people—I don’t mean to say that it is so with yon, 
iax from itTr-but don’t you find sometimes that both 
men and women fimey themselves channels for God’s, 
Spirit, and are quite mistaken, so that they set about 
a work for which they are unfit, and bring holy things’^ 
into contempt?’* 

* " Doubtless it is so somotimos; for there have been 
evil-doers among us who have sought to deceive ^ 
brethren, and some tliere are who deceive their owi| 
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Bat we are not without dieciplino and cor- 
rection to put a ohock upon these things. There’s 
a Yezy strict order kept among us, and the bretliren 
* and sisters watch for each otlior’s souls as they that 
must give account. They don’t go every one his 
own way and say, ' Am I my brother’s keeper ? * ” 

** But tell me—I may ask, and I am really in¬ 
terested in knowing it—^huw you first came to think 
of preaching?’* 

Indeed, sir, I didn’t think of it at all—rd l)een 
used fium the time I was sixteen to talk to the lit^p 
children, and teach thorn, and Boinotimos I had had 
my heart enlarged to speak in class, and was much 
drawn out in prayer with the sick. But I had felt 
no call to pioacli; for when I’m not greatly wiought 
upon, I’m too much given to sit still and keep by 
myself: it sot'ins as if I could sit silent all day long 
with the thought of God ovoi flowing my soul—as 
the pebbles lie bathed in the Willow Biook. For 
thoughts aro so great—aren’t they, sir ? They seem 
to lie upon us like a deep flood ; and it’s my beset- 
mont to forget where I am and everything abont 
me, and lose myself in thoughts tliat I could give no 
account of, for I could noitlioT make a beginning nor 
ending of them in woids. That was my way as long 
as I can remember; but somefimos it seemed as if 
speech came to me without any will of my own, and 
words were given to me that came out as tho toors 
come, because our hcaits are full and we can’t help 
it. And those were always limes of great blessing, 
though 1 had never thought it could bo so with mo 
before a congregation of people. But, sir we are 
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led on, like like little dhildreei, by ft way iSiftt we 
know not I was called to preach quite anddeoljf 
and since then I have never been left in doubt 
about the work that was laid upon me." * 

** But tell me the circumstances—just how it waa|^ 
the very day you began to pieach.” * * 

** It was one Sunday 1 walked with brother 
lowe, who was an aged man, one of the local 
preachers, all the way to Hetton-Deeps—thafs ft 
village where the people get their living work- 
^g in the lead-mui 'S, and where there’s no church 
nor preacher, but they live like sheep without ft 
shepherd. It’s better than twelve miles from Snow- 
field, so we sot out early in Ihe morning, for it WftS 
summer-time; and I had a wondoifiil sense of the 
Divine love as we walked over the hills, wherC 
there’s no trees, you know, sir, as there is here, to 
make the sky look smaller, but you seo the heavens 
stretchod out like a tent, and you foel the everlastr 
ing arms around you. But before we got to Hetton, 
brother Marlowe was seized with a dizziness that 
made him afraid of falling, for he overworked him¬ 
self sadly, at his years, in watchinu and praying, 
and walking so many miles to speak the Wtftd, as 
well as oarrjring on his trade of Imen-weaving. And 
when we got to the village, the people were expecting 
him, for he’d appointed the time and the place whan 
he was there before, and such of thorn as oared to* 
hear the Word of Life were assembled on a s^' 
where the cottages was f hiokost, so as others might 
be drawn to oome. But he felt as he couldn’t stand 
up to preach, and he was forced to lio down in tb^ 



ihe oottag^B wo came to. So I went to tell 
tto people^ thinking we'd go into one of tho houses, 
^d I would lead and pray with tliein. But as I 
passed along by tlie cottages and saw the aged and 
* trembling women at the doois, and tho hard looks 
of the men, who seemed to have Hieir eyes no moio 
Mled with tho sight of the Sdbbatli morning than if 
they had been dumb oxon tliat novor looked up to 
the sky, I felt a great movcniont in my soul, and I 
ttembled as if 1 was sliakou by a stiong spint entor- 
ing into my weak body. And 1 went to wheie t^e 
little flook of people was gathered togethei, and 
stopped on the low wall that was built against the 
green hillside, and 1 spoke the woids that weie 
given to me abundantly. And they all came round 
me out of all tho cottages, and many wept over 
their sins, and have since been joined to the Loid. 
That was the beginning of my preaching, sir, and 
Fve preached over since." 

Dinah had let hei work fall during this sanative, 
which she uttered in her usual siuiple way, but with 
that smeoro, articulate, thrilling tat bio, by whioli she 
always mastered hor audience. Slio stooped now 
to gather up hor sowing, and then went on with 
it as be&re. Mr Irwino was deeply interested. Ho 
said to himself, ** He must be a miserable prig who 
*^nid act tlie pedagogue here one might as well go 
ind lecture the trees for growing in their own shape." 

" And yon never foel any embarrassment &om the 
sense of your youth—that you are a lovely young 
twoman on whom men’s eyes are fixed?" he said 
^'Blnnd. 
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** No, IVe no room for snoli ibolin^ $iid I don’t 
belioYO the people over take notice about thaL 1 
thmk, sir, when God makes His presence fblt 
through iiB, we are like the burning bush: Moses 
never took any heed what sort of bush it was—he 
only saw the bnghtnobs ol tlio Loid. I’ve pleached 
to as rough ignorant people as can be m the villages 
about Snowfield — men that looked very hard and 
wild, but (hey never said on imoivil word to me, 
and often thanked me kindly as they mado way £at 
n)e to pass through die midst of them.” 

“That I can behove—that I can well believe,” 
said Ml Tiwine, empliaticaUy. ^‘Andwliat did you 
think of your heaiers last night, now? Did you find 
them quiet and attentive ? ” 

** Very quiet, sir, but I w-w no signs of any great 
work upon them, except m a young g^l named Bossy 
Onmago, towards whom my heart yearned greatly, 
when my eyes lit si: loll on her blooming youth, given 
up to folly and vanity. 1 had bomo private talk find 
prayot with her <ifterwaids, and I tnibt her heart is 
touched. But I’ve noticed, that in these viUagos 
where the people lead a quiet life among tlie green 
pastures and the si ill waters, tilling the ground and 
tending the cattle, there’s a sti nge deadness b> the 
Word, as different as con bo from the great towns, 
hke Leeds, whore 1 onoe went to visit a holy woman ^ 
who preaches there. It’s wonderful how lioh is fibe 
harvest of souls up those high waBod streets, where 
yoh seemed to walk as in a prison-yard, and the oat 
is deafened wilb tlie sounds of worldly toil. I thili|k' 
maybe it is because the promise is sweeter 
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thite l!fe U tie (l«irk and weaigr, and the soul gets 
mnra hungry when the body is ill at ease.” 
a-«Why, yes, onr farm - labourers are not easily 
roused. They take life almost as slowly as the 
fidieSp and cowa But we have some intelligent 
workmen about here. I daresay you know the 
.ttedes; Soth Bede, by the by, is a Methodist.*’ 
Yes, I know Soth well, and his brother Adam a 
little. Seth is a gracious young man—sincere and 
without offence; and Adam is like the patriarch 
Joseph, for his great shill and knowledge, and the 
kindness he shows to his brotlier and his parents.** 
Perhaps you don*t know the trouble that has 
just happened to them? Their &fher, Matildas 
Bede, was drowned in the Willow Brook last night, 
not &r from his own duor. I’m going now to see 
Adam.’* 

‘*Ah, their poor aged mother!” said Dinah, ihop- 
ping her hands, and looking beforo her with pitying 
eyes, as if she saw the object of her sympathy, 
**She will mourn heavily; for Seth has told mo 
she*s of an anxious, troubled lieait. 1 must go and 
see if I can give her any help.” 

As she rose and was beginning to fold up her 
work. Captain Donnithome, having exhausted all 
plausible pretexts for remahung among the milk- 
pans, came out of the dairy, followed by Mrs Poy- 
Ser. Mr Lrwine now roso also, and, advancing to¬ 
wards Dinah, held out his hand, and said— 

** Gtood-bye. I hear yon are going away soon; but 
'this will not be the last visit you wiU pay youi' aunt 
we shall meet again, 1 hope.” 
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Itis cordiality DinaTi set ^ kOrs 

anzietieB at rest, and her £ioe was bright^r'^ijbfto 
usual, as she said— 

** I’ve never asked after Mrs Irwine and the BCis^ 
Irwines, sir; 1 hope they’re as well as usual.” 

**Yes, thank you, Mts Poyser, except that Misfi 
Anne has one of her bod^headaches to-day. By the 
by, we all liked that nice cream-cheese you sent os 
—^my mother especially.” 

<<I’m very glad, indeed, sir. It is but seldom I 
make one, but 1 k membered Mrs Irwine was fond 
of ’em. Please to g^vo my duty to her, and to Miss 
Kate and Miss Anne. They’ve never been to look 
at my poultry this long while, and I’ve got somo 
beautiful speckled chickens, black and white, as Miss 
Kate might like to have some of amongst hers.” 

“ Well, I’ll tell her; she must come and see them, 
Qood-bye,” said the Bectoi, mounting his horse. 

“Just rido slowly on, Irwine,” said Captain Donni- 
thume, mounting also. I’ll overtake you in three 
minutes. I’m only going to speak to the shepherd 
about the whelps. Good-bye, Mrs Poyser j tell your 
husband I shall come and have a long talk with him 
soon.” 

Si&s Poyser curtsied duly, and watched the two' 
horses until they had disappeared fiom the ysrd,^ 
amidst great excitement on tlie part of the pigs and 
the poultry, and under the furious indignation of thA' 
bull-dog, who performed a Pyrrhic dance, that evesi^ 
mdment seemed to threaten the breaking of his obaia» 
Mrs Poyser delighted in this noisy exit; it wns 
fiosh assunince to her that the fiurmyard was 

L ^ 



that no loiterera could enter nnoh* 
and it waa not until the gate liad closed 
behind the CSaptain that she turned into tiie kitchen 
where Dinah stood witli her bonnet m her 
hand, luting to speak to her aunt, before slie set 
pi|t i|ir Lisbeth Bede’s cottage. 

' IjSxB Poyser, however, though she noticed the bon¬ 
net, deferred remarking on it until she had disbur¬ 
dened herself of her surprise at Mr Irwmu’s be¬ 
haviour. 

•a 

“ Why, Ml Trwine wasn’t uigry, then ? What did 
he say to you, Dinali? Didn’t he si old you for 
jpreaohing?” 

** No, he was not at all angiy; lie was vuiy 
friendly to me. 1 was quite drawn out to speak U> 
b™ ; 1 hanlly know liow, for I hod always thought 
of him as a worldly Sadduceo. But his oounlenanre 
is as pleasant as the iaomiu«^ Munshinc.” 

** Pleasant 1 and wliat else did y’ oxpoct to find 
him but pleasant?” said Mrs Poysoi, impatiently, 
resuming her kmtting. I should think lus couu 
tenanco is pleasant indeed I and him a gentleman 
bom, and's got a mother like a ]iioter. You may go 
the conntiy lound, and not find suoh another woman 
tamed sixty-six. It’s sununat-like to see such a man 
as that i’ the desk of a Sunday I As I say to Poysor, 
lik^ looking at a full crop o’ wheat, or a pasture 
,]With a fine dairy o’ cows m it; it mokes yon tliink 
me world’s oomfertable-like. But as for snnh oreaturs 

you Methodisses nin after, I’d as soon go to look 
'kf/I lot o* bore-ribbed mnts on a common. Pino lEblks 
agre to tell you what’s nght, as look as if they’d 
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never tasted nothing better than b8o6n-4wM end 
fiour-osJco 1 * their lives. But what did 3lr Irwine 

f 

say to you about that fool’s trick o’ preaching on the 
Grcon^” 

He only said he*d heard of it; he didn’t ^p em to. 
feel <uiy displeasure about it. Bui, dear au^ don't 
think any more about that. He told me something 
that I’m sure will cause you sorrow, as it does me. 
Thias Bede was drowned last night m the Willow 
Biool^ and I'm tlimking that the aged mother wiH 
be greatly in no^d ot comlort. Porhaps I can be 
of use to her, so 1 have fetched my bonnet and am 
going to set out.” 

“ Hear heart, dear heart I But you must have a 
cup o' tea fiist, child,” said Mis Peyser, fallmg at 
once born the key of B with live sharps to the fironk 
and gonial 0. “ Tho kettle's boding—we’ll have it 

ready m a minuto; and the young uns 'iiU be in and 
woutmg theub directly. I'm (i^uite willing you should 
go and b( 0 th' old woman, for you’ro ono as is allays 
welcome m trouble, Methodist or no Methodist; bui^ 
for the matter o' that, it’s the flesh and Mood folks 
aro made on as makes the cliflerenoeu Sojue cheeses 
are made o' skimmed milk and some o' ne^ milk, and 
it’s no matter what you call 'em, you may tell whiobr 
IS which by tho look and the smoU. But as to ThiaSy 
Bede, he's better out o' the way nor in—Qod foxgly 
me for saying so—^for he's douo little this ten 
but make tiouble for them as belonged to him; 

1 think it 'ud be well for you to take a little bottle 
rum for th' old woman, for I daresay she's got never ^ 
a drop o' nothing to comfort her inside. Bit 
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ohU<}, ftndlbd My, far you shan’t stir out till you’vo 
1^(1 a onp o’ toa, and so 1 tell you.” 

During the latter part of this speech, Mis Poyser 
had be^ readung down iho tea-things from the 
8helyeU||nd was on her way towards the pautiy for 
the loaFipfollowed close by Totty, who had mode her 
t^eaianoe on the ratthiig of tlio tea-cups], when 
Hetty came out of the dairy relieymg her tired anns 
by lifting them up, and claspmg her hands at the 
back of her head. 

,»**MoIly," she said, ratlier languidly, “just run out 
and get me a bunch of dock-ltavts. tlie butter’s 
ready to pack up now.” 

“D’ you hear what’s luippenod, Hetty ?” said her 
aunt 

**No; how should 1 hoar aii^tiling?” was iho 
answer, m a pettish tone. 

‘^Not as you’d care much, I daresay, if yon did 
hear; for you’re too feathoi-headed to mind if every¬ 
body was dead, so as you could stay up-stairs a- 
d^essing yourself for two hours by tho olocL Hut 
anybody besides youisolf’ud mind about siuh tilings 
happening to them as Hunk a deal moio of you tlian 
you deserve. But Adam Bede and all his km might 
bo drownded for what you’d care—you’d bo poiking 
at tho glass the next minute.” 

^ ** Aditm Bede—drowned?” said Hotly, letting her 
anns and looking rathor bewildered, but sus- 
p^Oting that her aunt was as usual exaggerating 
Ijfith a didactic purpose. 

‘‘No, my dear, no,” said Dinah, kindly, for ktrs 
^oyi^ had passed on to the pantry without deign- 
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inf^ more precinu iiifoTjnatioji. ** Not Adam. Adam's 
father, the old man, Ih diowned. Ho was drowne^ 
last ni^ht in the Willow Brook. Mr Irwiue has just 
told mo about it.” • 

“Oil, how driaiiriil •" said ITolty, lookiii|j||j|erioua, 
but not deeply ailbctud; and as Molly now entered 
wilh flio do(*k-loav<'H, she took them silontly and re- 
tuiuod to thu daily without asking iuither questions. 
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iiliiyS world. 

WfirLD f*ho ndjiistoil tlio broiid lo.ivos tliat nol ofF llio 
palo frapi'iaiit iuith'i as tlu' juiiuiohc w set oil by ilb 
nost of j^TOori, I ui*i afi lal Ib*lly was lliiiikiufy a 
great deal inoio (;1 the looks ('.ipiaiii Doimillioiiio 
bad cast at lioi than of Adaiu and bis Doubles. 
Bright, aibnnin:; glaiicoH fioin a briTulsorao >onng 
gontloman, with white lumds, a gold chain, occa¬ 
sional roginientnls, and wcaldi and giandcui im¬ 
measurable—thoso noic the w inn la; s Itiat set poor 
H^‘tty’s heait vibi.iling, and playing its hi lie foolish 
tuaos over and ovoi np iin. We do not lioar that 
Memnon’s sbUue ga\e liulh its nu'lody at all undei 
llie rushing of the mightiest wind, or in le&ponae 
to any other influenco duino or bu'iinn than ccutain 
^ortlivcd sunlieains of mominp ; and wo must 
loam to accommodate ourselvos to the discoveiy that 
some of those ciinningly-faBliioued inetiumonts called 
human souls have only a veiy limited range of nnisuy 
and will not vibiato in rho least under a toucii that fillH 
others with tremulous rapture or quivci ing ag( ny. 



142 


ADAM BSDIS. 


Hotty was quito used to the thought that people 
liked to look at her. She was not blind to tlie fact 

I 

that young liuko Britton of Broxton came to Hay- 
slope Church on a Sunday afternoon on purposo 
tliat he might see her; and that ho would have 
made murh more decided advances if her uncle 
Foyser, tliinking but lightly of a young man whose 
father's land was so foul as old Luke Britton's, had 
not forbii’den her aunt to eacouiago him by any 
civilities. She was aware, too, that Mr Craig, the 
gardener at the Oliase, was over head and oars in 
lovo with lior, and had lately made unmistakable 
avowals in luscious stra^beiries and hyperbolical 
peas. She knew still bettor, that Adam Bode—^tall, 
upright, clover, bravo Adam Bede—who carried such 
authority with all the people loimd about, and whom 
her uncle was always delighted to seo of an eyoning, 
saying that “ Adam knew a fine sight more o’ the 
natuT o’ things than those as thought themselves 
his betters”—she knevv that this Adam, who was 
often lather stem to other people, and not much 
given to run after the lasses, could bo made to turn 
pale or red any day by a word or a look from her. 
Hetty’s sphere of comparison was not It i e, but she 
couldn’t help perceiving that Adam was '‘something 
like ” a man; always knew wliat to say about things, 
could tell her uncle how to prop the liovol, and had 
mended the chum in no time; knew, with only look* 
ing at it, the value of the chesnut-troo that was 
oblown down, and why the rlamp came in the walls, 
and what they must do to stop the lats; and wrote 
a beautiful liand that you could read off, and could 
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do in his head—a dof^eo of accomplislimcnt 

totally unknown among tho richest farmors of Uial 
counIxy-Bido. Not at all like that slouching Luko 
Britton, who, when sho onco walked with him all 
the way from Broxton to Ilayslope, had only broken 
silence to remark that the grey goose had begun to 
lay. And as for Mr Craig, tho gardener, ho was a 
sensible man enough, to be suio, but ho was knock 
kneed, and had a queer sort of sing-soTig in his talk, 
moreover, on tho most charitiiblc supposition, ho must • 
bo far on tho way to forty. 

Hetty was fpiito certain her niiclo w'anted hor to 
encourage Adam, and wonhl bo ideased for her to 
marry him. For thoso wore times when tliero urns 
no rigid demarcation of rank bc'tweon the fanner and 
tlio rospoetablo aitisaii, and on tin* home hearth, as 
well as in the }>ublir-hoiise, tlioy might bo seen tak¬ 
ing their jug of ale together; tlio farmer having a 
latent souse of capital, and of weight in parish affairs, 
which sustained him under his conspicnous infericr- 
ity in convorsatiou. Martin Poyser was not a fre¬ 
quenter of publio-houses, but ho liked a friendly 
chat over his own homc'-browcd; and though it was 
pleasant to lay down tho law to a stupid neighbour 
who had no notion how to mako the host of his lann, 
it was also nn agreeable variet)» to loam something 
from a clover fellow like Adam Ih do. Accordingly, 
for the last three years—ever sineo Jio Jiad piiperin 
tended the building of tho new bam—Adam had 
^JwayB been made welcome at tho Hall Farm, espe¬ 
cially of a winter evening, when the whole laiiiily, 
in patriarchal fashion, master and chil- 
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dron and servants, wore assembled in that glorions 
kitchen, at well-graduated diHtanees from the blazing 
fire. And for the last two years, at least, Hetty had 
been in the habit of hearing lior uncle say, Adam 
Bode may be working for wage now, but he’ll be a 
master-man some day, as sure as I sit in this chair. 
Moster Burge is in the right on’t to want him to go 
partners and m#iny his daughter, if it’s true what 
they snv ; the woman as marries him 'ull have a 
good take, bc’t f/idy-day or Miohaolmas,”—a remark 
which Mrs I’oyh * always followed up with her cor¬ 
dial assent. “All,” she would say, “it’s all very 
fine having a roa<ly-uiado rich man, but may-happen 
he’ll bo a roady-iiiadu fool; find it’s no use filling 
your pof'kot full f»’ money if you’ve got a hole in the 
coriu‘r. It’ll do you no good to sit in a spring-cart 
o’ your own, if you’ve got a soft to drive you: he’ll 
soon turn you over into tho ditch. I allays said Td 
never marry a man as had got no brains; for where’s 
tho use of a woiiuin having brains of hur own if she’s 
tackled to a gock as everybody’s a-liiughing at? 
She might as well dress herself fine to sit back’ords 
on a donkey.” 

These expressions, though figurative, sufficiently 
indirated tlie bent of Mrs Poys ‘r’s mind with regard 
to Adam; and tliough she and hor hut hand might have 
viewed tho subject diffoK'iitly if Hetty had been a 
daughter of their own, it was clear that they would 
liavo welcomed the match with Adam frr a penniless 
niece. For wliat could Hetty have been but a ser¬ 
vant else whore, if her uncle had not taken her in and 
brought hei op as a domestic help to her aunt, whose 
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health since the birth of Totty had not been eqnal to 
more positive labour than the saperiutendonce of ser- 
vants and ohildreu? But Hetty had never given 
Adam any steady encouragement. Even in the mo¬ 
ments when she was most thoroughly conscious of 
his superiority to her other admirers, she had never 
brought herself to think of acco])ting liiin. She 
liked to fool that this strong, skilful, keen-eyed 
man was in her power, and would have been indig¬ 
nant if ho had shown tlie least sign of slipping fiom 
under the yoke of her (joijnettish tyranny, ;ind at¬ 
taching liimself to the giuitlo Mary Buigo, who 
would Ijavo been giat(‘ful enough for the most 
trifling notice from him. “ Mary Burge, indeed I 
such a sallow-faced giil: if she put on a hit of pink 
ribbon, she looked as yellow as a eTow-flf>wer, and 
her hair was as stiaigh' <i8 a hank of cotton.*' And 
always when Adam staved away for several weoks 
from tlio Hall Farm, and othorwiso inu<lo some show 
of resistance to his passion as a foolisli one, Hetty 
took cure to entico him back into the net by little 
airs of mceknoss and timidity, as if hIk' were in 
trouble at liis neglect. But as to mairying Adam, 
that was a very differont affair I Thiuo was nothing 
in tho world to tempt her to do tliat. Her chocks 
never grow a shade docjicr when his name was men¬ 
tioned ; she foil no tlu'ill when sh* saw him passing 
along tho causeway by tho wimlow, or advancing 
towards her unexjs'etedly in th(' footpath across the 
meadow; sJio felt nothing when his eyes rosied on 
her, but tlio cold triuiiijih of knowing that he loved 
her, and would not care to look at Mai^v Jhngo: ho 
VOL. % K 
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could no more stir in her the emotions that make 
the sweet intoxication of young love, than the mere 
picture of a sun can stir tlio spring sap in the subtle 
fibres of the plant. She saw him as he was—a poor 

man, with old parents to keep, who would not be 

able, for a long while to come, to give her even such 
luxuries as she shared in her uncle’s house. And 
Hetty’s dreams were all of luxuries: to sit in a car¬ 
peted pnilour, and always wear white stockings* to 
have Bonio lar^«' beautiful earrings, such as were all 
tin fashion; to 1 ive Nottingham lace round tluj top 
of her gown, and something to make her handker- 
chiuf smell nici‘, like Miss Lydia Doiinitliomu's when 
she drew it out at church; and not to bo obliged 
to got up early or be scolded by anybody. Sho 
thought, if Adam had boon ricli and could have 
givoTi her I hose things, she loved him well enough 
to marry him. 

But for the last few weeks a new influence had 
come over Hetty—vague, almosidieric, sliajung it¬ 
self into no self-confessed hopes or prospects, but 
profluoing a pleasant narcotic ofleot, making her 
tread tlio ground and go about lu. work in a sort 
of dream, imconscious of wei'dit oi effort and show¬ 
ing her all things through a soft, liquid veil, as ii 
she wore living not in this solid world of biick and 
stone, but in a beatified world, huoIl as the sun 
lights up for us in the waters. Hetty had bccomo 
aware that Mr Arthur Honnithomo would take a 
•good deal of trouble for the chance of seeing her; 
that ho always placed himt'elf at church so as to 
havo the luUcst view of her both sitting and stand- 
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mg; tliat he was couBtantly finding reaBons for call¬ 
ing at the Ball Farm, and always would contrive to 
say sometliing for the sako of making her sjieak to 
him and look at him. The poor child no moro con¬ 
ceived at present the idea that the young squire ^ 
could over bo her lover, tlian a baker's pretty 
daughter in the crowd, wliom a young emperor dis- 
tinguishes by on imperial but admiring smile, con¬ 
ceives that Bbo Rball be made empress. Hut the 
baker's daughter goes homo and drOfiiiiB of lb(* liaiid- 
somo young «‘niporor, and j)erliai)8 weiglis llie flour 
amiss while she is thinking what a Loavenly 1o1 it 
must bo 1o have him fur a husband: and so poor 
Hetty bad got a face and a presence baimting ]j(‘i 
waking and sletqiing dre.ims j bright, sofi glenceh 
bad penetrated Iut, oiul suftiisod lier life willi a 
strange, happy Lniguor. ^J’bo eyes tbal slied tliosfi 
glancOH were really not lialf so fine as Adam's, which 
sometimes looked at hc‘r with a sad, beseeching ten¬ 
derness ; but they luid found a ready medium in 
Hetty's little silly imagination, w})eieas Ad urn's 
could got no entrance llirough that atmosphere. 
For three weeks, at h'.ist, her inwaid life bad con- 
sislod of liltle elsi^ Ilian living llirough in mi-mory 
the looks and words Arthur liad directed towards her 
—of little else than recalling the sensations with 
which she heard his voice outuflo the bouse, and 
saw him enter, and became eonseious that bis eyes 
were fixed on her, and then became conscious that 
a tall figure, looking down on her with eyes that 
seemed to touch her, was coming nearer in clot lies 
of boautifiil texture, with an oduui like lliut of a 
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flower-garden borne on the evening breeze. Foolish 
thonghts I But all tiiis happened, you must remem¬ 
ber, nearly sixty years ago, and Hetty was quite nn- 
educated—a simple farmer’s girl, to whom a gentle- 
• man with a white hand was dazzling as an Olympian 
god. Until to-day, she had never looked farther 
into the future tlian to the next time Captain Don- 
nithomp would come to the Farm, or the next Sun¬ 
day when she should seo him at church; but now 
she thought, poiliaps he would try to moot her when 
slio went to tho ' Jhaso to-morrow—and if he should 
speak to her, and walk a little way, when nobody 
was by 1 That had never happened yet; and now 
her imagination, instead of retracing tlie past, was 
busy fashioning what would happen to-morrow— 
whereahoiit in tho Chase she should see liim com¬ 
ing towards her, how she should put her new rose- 
coloured ribbon on, whicli he liad never seen, and 
what he would say tc' her to make her return his 
glanco—a glance whi(’h she would bo living through 
in hor inumory, over and over again, all tho rest of 
tlio day. 

In this state of mind, how could TTotty give any 
feoling to Adam’s troubles, or think i” «ch about 
poor old Thias being drowntd? Young souls, in 
such pleasant dolirium as hors, are as ui.sympa- 
thetic as huttcrflios sipping nectar; they are iso¬ 
lated from all appeals by a barrier of dreams—by 
invisiblo looks and impalpable arms. 

• While Hetty’s hands were busy packing up tho 
but tor, and her head fillod with those pictures of 
the morrow, Arthur Donnithonio, riding by Mr Ir- 
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wine’s side towanls tlie valley of the Willow llrookj 
^had also certain indistinct anticipations, ruuniii^ as 
an nndor-cniTont in his iiiiiid wliilo ho was lisloiiiug 
to Mr Irwiiie’s account of Dinah- indistinct, yet 
strong enougli to make him feel rat her conscious 
wlioii Mr Irwiue siiddcnly said— 

“ Wliat &sciiiated you s«) in Mrs P(>ys(‘r’s d:iiry, 
Arthur? Have you become an ainatour of damp 
quarries and skiinudng-diHhes?” 

Arthur know the Keel or too well to hu])])oso thaf 
a clevor invention woiiltl ]>o of iiny use, so he said, 
willi his accusliOinod JVcUikni'ss— 

“No, T went to look at tin- ]»n‘tty butler mahi'r, 
Hetty tSorrel. She’s a })Orfect llehe; and if J weio 
an artist, 1 would ji.iint her. Tt’s iiiiia/iiig what 
pretty girls one isct^s auumg the f.iimeih’ daughters, 
when the iiiou ,ire sueli elowns. That eominon 
round red face one sees sometimes in the men—all 
cheek ami no feat iiri's, like Martin Peyser’s—eoiiies 
out in tile women of tlie family as the most charm¬ 
ing plii/4 iinagiiiahle.” 

“Well, I ha'\c no ol>j('elion to your eoiiti rnplal iiig 
Hetty in an artistic light, but J must not have you 
feeding her vauity, and filling her little noddle with 
the notion that slie’s a gr4-at beauty, attractive to 
fine gentlemen, or you wdll spoil her for a jioor 
man’s ^vife—honest Ciaig’s, fi i example, wJjom I 
have seen bestowing soft, glances on lier. The little 
puss seems already to have airs enough to make a 
husband as misorablo as it’s a law of nature for a 
quiet man to be when he marries a beauty. Apru' 
pOB of marry iug, 1 hope our friezid Adam will get 
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BoLtlod, now tho poor old uian’M goiio. lie will only 
have liis mother to kuo]) in future, and I’ve a notion 
that tliui’o’H a kindiK'Ks botweoii him and tliat nice 
modest j;irl, Mary IhiT^e, from something that foil 
from old Joiiatli.iii oiio day when 1 was talking to 
liim. But wlieii 1 ineiiiioiied tho snhjout to Adam 
he loolmd niioasy, and turned the conversation. 1 
suppose tho love-making d<jeHirt inn smooth, or 
perhaps Adam hangs back till he’s in a bettor posi¬ 
tion. lie has indoi)endeiico of spirit enough for 
two m(jii— ratluM in excess of pride, if anything.” 

“ That would bo a capital match for Adam. Ho 
would slip into old Burge’s shoes, and make a fine 
thing of that building business. I’ll answer for him. 
1 should like to sco liini well settled in tJiis j>arish; 
he would be ready then to act as my groiid-vbsier 
wbon I wanted one. We could jdan no end of re¬ 
pairs and iinprovoments togothor. I’ve never seen 
llio girl, though, I think—at least I’ve never looked 
at her.” 

“Look at her uoxt Sunday at ehuich—slio sits 
with her father on tho left of the reading-desk. 
You needn’t lt‘ok quite so imuili at IIv*tly Sorrel 
thou. When I’ve made up my mind i^Mt I lau’t 
afford to buy a liunpting I take no notice of 
him, because if ho took a stroug f-ox'y 1 >o mo, and 
looked lovingly at me, the struggle between arith- 
motio and inclination miglit become unpleasantly 
severe. I pique myself on my wisdom there, Ar 
thur, and as an old fellow to whom wisdom has 
bocomo cluap, I bestow it upon you.” 

“Thank 3 'ou. It may stand me in good stead 
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Bome day, though I don’t know that I have any 
^present ubo foi it. Ijless mol how tho brook Ilub 
overflowed. Supj>ose wo liavo a canter, now weVo 
at the bottom of tho liill.” 

That is the groat advantage of dialogue on liorae- 
baok; it, can bo merg(ul any miiiuto into a trot or 
a canter, and one might have escaped fioin SocratoH 
himself in tho saddle. Tlio two friends wore free 
from tho necessity of fiirth(*r convcrsaticai till they 
pulled up in the lane behind Adiim’s cottage. 
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DIK.ai VISITS LISIJETIL 

At five o’clock Lisboih came down - stairs with a 
largo key in her hand: it was the key of the cham¬ 
ber where her hnsband lay dead. Throughout the 
day, except in her occasional outbursts of wailing 
griefj she had been in incessant movement, pcrfurin- 
ing the initial duties ti) her dead with tho awe and 
exactitude tliat belong to religious litcs. She had 
brought out her little storo of bleached linen, which 
she liad for long years kept in reserve for this . 
supreme use. It seemed but yesterday- tjiat time 
so njiiuy midsummers ago, when blit- had told Thias 
where this Imen lay, that he udght be suiv and reach 
it out for her when she died, fi<t' she was the elder of 
the two. Then there had been th(* work of cleans¬ 
ing to tho strictest purity every object in the sacred 
chamber, and of removing from it every trace of 
common daily occupation, Tlio small window which 
had hitherto freely lot in the frosly moonlight or the , 
warm summer sunrise on tho working man’s slumber, 
must now be darkened witli a fair white sheet, for 
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this was the sleep which is as sacred tinder the 
bare raiders as iit coiled houses. Lisbcih had even 
mended a loug-iieg^lcctcd and uniioticoable rein I in 
the checkered bit of bcd-curtain ; for the nicments 
were few and procious now in which she wipuld bo 
able to do the smallest ofiTice of respect or love lor 
the still corpse, to which in all her thon^lilB she 
attributed some couscionsiiess. Our dead are never 
dead to us until we liave forg'd ten them : eim 

be injured by ns, they cun bo wounded ; lliey know* 
all OUT penitence, all oiu* aciiing sense that tlioir 
place is empty, aU tlio kisses we bestow on 1.he 
smallest relic of their presence. And the ag(.‘d 
peasant-womau most of all believes that lier deui 
ore conscious. Docent burial was wbat Lisbcih 
had been thinking of for herself thnnigh years of 
thrift., with an indistinct expectation that she should 
know when she was heing carried to llie clmrchyaid, 
followed by her husband and her sons; and now she 
felt as if the greatest work of her life were to bo 
done in seeing that Thias was buried rlcccntly 
before her—under the white lliorn, wlnuo once, in 
a dream, she had thought she lay in llio collin, yet 
all the while saw the sunshine ahove, and sinell 
the white blossoms that were so thick ui»on the 
thorn the Sunday she went to be churched aftei 
Adam was bom. 

But now she had done evciything tliat ecmld bo 
done to-day in tho cliamber of death—had done it 
all herself, with some aid from her sons in lifting, 
for she would let no one be fetched to help V.er from 
the viUage, not being fond of female ncighlKiurs 
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gciiorally; and her favourito Dolly, the old houses 
keeper at Mr Dnrge's, who had come to condole 
with her in the morning as soon as she heard of 
Thias’s death, was too dim-sigliled to be of much 
uso. She had locked the door, and now held the 
key in her hand, as she thiew liorself wearily into 
a cliair that stood out of its place in tlie middle of 
the house floor, where in ordiiiaiy limes she would 
never liiiv^e consented to sit. The kihiliou had hfwl 
lioiio of her att^utiou that day; it was soiled with 
the tread of miit 'dy shoes, and untidy with clothes 
and other objects out of place. But wliat at another 
time would have been intoie.i-alile to LisbetiL’s habits 
of order and cleaiiliness, socjiied to her now just 
wliat should be : it was right tliat things should 
look strange and <]iBordcred and wretched, now the 
old man liad come to his end in that sad way: the 
kitchen ought not to look as if nothing ha(Miappeued. 
Adam, overcome with the agitations and exertions 
of the day after his night of hard work, had fallen 
asleep on a bench in the workshop; and Seth was 
in the back-kitchen making a Are of slides tliat ho 
might get the kettle to boil, and peisnado Ids mother 
to have a cup of tea, an iuduigouce whiJ' she lurely 
allowed herself. 

There was no one in the kitchen wlion Lisbeth en¬ 
tered and threw iiersell* into the chair. She looked 
round with blank eyes at the dirt and confusion oh 
which the bright afternoon’s sun shone dismally; it 
•was all of a piece with the sad confusion of her mind 
—that confusion which belongs to the first hours of' 
a sudden sorrow, when the poor human soul is like 
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one who has been deposited sleeping aTiiong tho 
rains of a vast oily, and wakes up in dreary aTnazo> 
ment, not knowing wlielher it is the growing er the 
dying day—not Icnowing why and whence canus this 
illimitablo scene of desolation, or Avhy lio too iiiidti 
himsolf dcsoliite in the midst of it. 

At another lime LisboUi’s first llioiight would have 
been, “Where is Adam?” bat the sudden death <if 
her Imsband had restored him in these hours to that 
first place in her aflecliotis whhdi lie had iiold six.* 
and-twenty years ago: she liad forgotten his fan Its 
as we forget tlie sorrows of our doi)!irte<l cliildhot^l, 
and thought of iiothiiig but the young husband's 
kindness and the old nian’s patii'iice. llcr eyes con¬ 
tinued to wander hliiiikly until Sol.li came in and 
began to lomovo some of the Hoallered things, and 
clear tlio small rounil deal table tliut he luighl set 
out his Usher’s tea u])oii it. 

“What art goin’ to do?” she said, rather peevishly. 

“ 1 want thee to havo a cup of tea, iiioiliei',” an¬ 
swered Setli, tenderly, “ It’ll do tliec good; and I’ll 

put two or three of these things away, and njako the 

* 

house look more coinflu’table.” 

“ Comfortable I Ilow canst bilk o’ ma’in’ things 
comfortable? Let a-be, let a-he. There’s no com¬ 
fort for mo no more,” she went on, tlio tears coming 
when she began to speak, “ n -w thy poor feythor's 
gone, as I’n washed for and mended, an' got’s victual 
for him for thirty ’ear, an’ him allays so pleased \vi’ 
iveiything I done for him, an' used to be so handy 
an’ do the jobs for me when I war ill an’ r umbered 
wi’ th’ babby, an' made me tho possol an' brought it 
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up-stuirH as proud as could Ijo, an’ carried the lad as 
war as heavy as two cliildroit for five mile an’ ne’er 
grumbled, all ilio way to Warson Wake, ’cause I 
wanted to go an’ see my sister, as war dead an' 
gone the very next Chiistmas as o’er come. An’ him 
to bo druwnded in tliu brook as we passed o’er the 
day we war married au’ como homo together, an’ he’d 
made them lots o’ shelves for me to put my plates 
an’ things on, an’ showed ’em me as proud as could 
bo, ’caiiso he kr ow’d I should be pleased. An’ he 
war to die an’ mt not to know, but to be a-sleepin’ i* 
my b»Ml, as if I caiodna nought about it. Eh! an* 
mo to live to see that! An’ us as war young folks 
once, an’ tliouglit wo should do rarely when wo war 
married. Let a-be, lad, let a-bo I I wonna ha’ no 
tay: T eareua if I ne’er ate nor (h-ink no more. 
Wlicii one end o’ th’ bridge tumbles down, where’s 
th’ use o’ 1h’ other shinnin’? I may’s Wfcl die, an’ 
follor my old man. There’s no knowin’ but he’ll 
want me.*’ 

Hero Lisboth broke from words into moans, sway¬ 
ing herself backwai’ds and forwards on her chair. 
Seth, always timid in his behaviour towards his 
mother, from the sense tha^ he had u . induenoo 
over her, felt it was usole'sf? to attempt to per¬ 
suade or soothe her, till this passion was jiast; sO 
ho contented himself with tending the back-kitchen 
fire, and folding up his father’s olothes, which had 
been hanging out to dry since morning ', afraid to 
Ynove about in the room where his mother was, lest 
he should irritate her further. 

But after Lisbeth had been rocking herself 
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moaning for some minutes, she suddenly paused, 
/ind said aloud to bcrsolf— 

^^ril go an’ see arfcor Adam, for I oanna think 
where he’s gotten j an’ I Wt'int him to go up-stairs 
wi’ me afore it’s dark, for the minutes to look at the 
corpse is like the meltin’ snow.” 

Seth overheard this, and coming into the kitchen 
again, as his mother rose from her chair, he said— 
“Adam’s asleep in the workshop, mother. Tiiee’dst 
better not wake him. Ho was o’orwrought with work 
and trouble.” 

“ Wako him ? Wlio’s a-goin* to wake him ? I 
shanna wake him wi’ lookin’ at Inni. I lianiia seen 
the lad this two hour -I’d weJIy forgot as lin’d o’er 
growed up from a hahl)^ when’s h^ylhor earned 
him.” 

Adam was seated on a rough bonch, his head sup¬ 
ported by%is arm, wliich r<*slf*d from the shoulder to 
tho elbow on the long planing-tahio in tho middle of 
tho workshop. It seemod as if ho had sat down for a 
few minutes’ rest, and had fallen asleep without, slip¬ 
ping from his first attitude of sad, fatigued thought. 
His face, nnwaslied since yesterday, looked pallid 
and clammy; his hair was tossed shaggily about his 
forehead, and his cIoschI eyes had tho sunken look 
which follows upon watching and sorrow. His brow 
was knit, and his whole face uad an expression of 
weariness and pain. Glyp was evidently uneasy, for 
bo sat on his haunches, resting his nose on his mas¬ 
ter’s stretched-ont leg, and dividing tho time between 
lioking tho hand that hung listlessly down, arid glanc¬ 
ing with a listening air tnwaivls the dnur. Tho poor 
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dog was himp^ and rostless, but would not leave hia 
master, and was waiting impatiently for some change, 
in the scone. It was owing to this feeling on Gyp’s 
part, that when Lisbeth came into the workshop, and 
advanced towards Adam as noiselessly as she could| 
her intention not to awake him was immediately de¬ 
feated; for Gyp’s excitement was too great to find 
vent in ^mything short of a sharp bark, and in a 
moment Adam opened his eyes and saw his mother 
standing before him. It was not very unlike his 
dream, for his sk ep bad been little more than living 
through again, in a fevered delirious way, all that 
had liappencd since daybreak, and his mother witli 
her fretful grief was present to him through it alL 
The chief dilTorcnco between the reality and the 
vision was, that in his dream Hetty was continually 
coming before him in bodily presence — strangely 
mingling herself as an actor in scenes ^th which 
she had nothing to do- She was even by the Willow 
Brook; she made his mother angry by coming into 
the house; and he met her with her smart clothos 
quite wot through, as ho walked in the rain to Tred- 
dlcston, to tell llio coroner. But wherever Hetty 
came, his mother was sure to follow soon, and when 
lie opened his oyes, it was not at all startling to see 
her standing noB.r him. 

“ Eh, my lad, my lad I ” Lisbeth burst out immedi-' 
atoly, Iior wailing impnlse returning, for grief in its 
freshness feels the need of assooialing its loss and its 
'lament with every change of scone and incident, 

“ tlico’st got nobody now but thy old mother to tor* 
ment thee and be a burden to thee: thy poor feyther 
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*ull no’er anger tlieo no more; an’ tliy mother may’s 
.well go artor him—^the sooner the better—for I’m no 
good to nobody now. One old coat ’uU do to ^Kitch 
another, but it’s good for nought else. Thee’dst like 
to ha’ a wife to mend thy dotlies an’ got thy victual, 
better nor thy old mother. An’ I shall be nought 
but cumber, a-sittin’ i’ th’ chimney-corner. (Adam 
winced and moved uneasily ; he dreaded, of nil 
things, to hear his mother speak of Hetty.) l»ut it 
thy foyther had lived, hoVl ne’er ha’ wanted me to gor 
to make room for {mother, for he could no more ha’ 
done wi’out me nor one suh* o’ the scissars can do 
wi’out th’ other. Eh, we should ha’ been both flung 
away together, an’ then I Hhouldna lia' seen this day, 
an’ one huryin’ ’iid ha’ done, for ns both.” 

Here Lisbc'th panned, but Adam sat in pained 
silence : he could not speak otherwise than tenderly 
to his mother to-day; but he could not help being 
irritated by this phiint. It was not possible for poor 
Lisbeth to know how it affected Adam, any more 
than it is possible for a w'oundcMl dog to know how 
his moans affect the nerves of bis master. Jjiko 
all com])]ainiDg women, she complained in the ex¬ 
pectation of being soothed, and when Adam said 
nothing, she was only prompfed to complain mote 
bitterly. 

" I loiow thoo conldst do botror wi’out mo, for (hce 
oouldst go where tiioo likodst, an’ marry them as thoo 
likedst. But I donna want to say Ihee nay, let thee 
bring homo who thee wut; I’d ne’er open my lips to 
find faut, for wlnm folks is old an’ o’ no tse, they 
may tliink thoirsens well off to get Ihi' bit .in’ Iho 
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sup, thougli tiiey’n to swallow ill words wi’t. An’ if 
tlice’st set thy heart on a lass as’ll bring thee nought 
and waste all, when tliee mightst ha’ them as ’ud 
make a man on tlieo, I’ll say nought, now thy fey- 
thor’s dead an’ di'ownded, for I’m no better nor an old 
haft when the blade’s gone.” 

Adam, unable to boar this any longer, rose silently 
from tho bench, and walked out of the workshop into 
the Idtclien. But Lisbcth followed him, 

“ Thee wutna go up-stairs an’ see thy feytlier then? 
I’n done everyll tu’ now, an’ ho’d like tlice to go an’ 
look at him, for he war allays so pleased when thee 
wast mild hi him.” 

Adam turned round at once and said, “Yes, mother; 
let us go up-stairs. Come, Seth, let us go togetlier.” 

They went uji-stairs, and for five minutes all was 
sileiioo. Then tho key was turned again, and there 
was a sound of footsteps on the stairs. But Adam 
did not come down again; ho was too weary and 
worn-out to encounter more of liis mother’s queru¬ 
lous grief, and ho wont to rest on his bod. Lisbeth 
no sooner entered tlie Idtclion and sat down tlian she 
threw her apron ovor her head, and began to cry and 
moan, and rock herself as : eforo. bi li thojight, 
“She will be quieter by-and-by, now we have boon 
up-stairs ; ” and ho went into the baek-kitobon ap^in, 
to tend his little fire, hoping that he should presently 
induce her to have some tea. 

Lisbcth had been rocking herself in this way for 
*moro than five minutes, giving a low moan with 
every forward movement of her body, when she sud¬ 
denly felt a hand placed gently on hers, and a sweet 
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treble voice said to her, ** Dear sister, the Jjord has 
sent me to see if I can be a comfort to you.” 

Lisbeth paused, in a listening attitude, without 
removing her apron from her face. The voice was 
strange to her. Could it bo her sister's spirit come 
back to her from the dead after all tlioso years ? She 
trembled, and dared not look. 

Dinah, believing that this pause of won<Ior was in 
itself a relief for tlie sorrowing woman, said no moro 
just yet, but quietly took off her bonnet, and theu,^ 
motioning silence to Seth, who, on hearing her 
voico, had come in with a beating heart, laid one 
hand on the back of Lisbeth’s chair, and loaned 
over her, that sho might bo aware of a friendly 
presence. 

Slowly Lisbeth drew down her apron, and timidly 
she opened her dim dark eyes. Sho saw nothing at 
first but a face—a pure, pale face, with loving grey 
eyes, and it was quite unknown to her. Her wonder 
increased; perhaps it was an angel. But iu the same 
instant Dinah had laid her hand on Lisbetlfs again, 
and the old woman looked down at it. It was a 
much smaller hand ilian her owu, but it was not 
white and delicate, for Dinah had never worn a glove 
in her l^e, and her hand bore the traces of labour 
from her childhood upwards. Lisbeth looked ear¬ 
nestly at the hand for a momenh and then, fixing hor 
eyes again on Dinalfs face, said, with Boinctliing uf 
restored courage, but in a tone of surprise— 

“ Why, yo’re a workin’ woman! ” 

“Yes, I am Dinah Morris, and I work in tho 
cotton-mill when I am at home.” 

VOL. I. L 
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**Ah I” said Tjisbcth slowly, still wondering; "ye 
coined in so light, like tlie shadow on the wall, an* 
spoke i’ my ear, as I tliought ye might be a sperrit. 
Ye’ve got a’rnost the face o’ one as is a-sittin’ on the 
grave i’ Adam's new Bible.” 

"I come from the Hall Farm now. You know 
Mrs Poysor—she’s my aunt, and she has heard of 
your gieat affliction, and is vci’y sony; and I’m come 
to see if I can be any help to you in your trouble; 
for I know yorr sons Adam and Seth, and I know 
you have no cl <lighter; and when tho clergyman 
told me how tho hand of God was heavy upon you, 
my heart went out towards you, and I felt a com¬ 
mand to come and be to you in the place of a 
daughter in this giicf, if you will let me.” 

“ All 1 I know who y’ are now ; y’ are a Mothody, 
like Seth; he’s tcaild me on you,” said Lisbeth, 
fretfully, her overpowering senso of pain returning, 
now her wonder was gone. " Ye’ll make it out as 
trouble’s a good thing, like he allays does. But 
where’s the use o’ talkin’ to me a-that’u? Ye c<anna 
make the smart leas wi’ talkin’. Ye’ll ne’er make 
me believe as it’s hotter for me not to lia’ my old 
man die in’s bed, if ho must die, an’ L* die paison 
to pray by liiin, an’ mo to sil by him, an’ J;ell him 
ne’er to mind th’ ill words Tvo gi’on him soinetimes 
when I war angered, an’ to gi’ him a bit an’ a sup, 
as long as a bit an’ a sup he’d swallow. But eh 1 to 
die i’ the cold water, an’ us close to him, an’ ne’er to 
.know; an’ me a-sleepin’, as if I ne’er belonged to 
him no more nor if he’d been a journeyman tramp 
from nobody knows where I ” 
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Here Lisbeth began to cry and rook bereelf again; 
g,nd Dinah said— 

“Yes, dear friend, your affliction is great. It 
would be hardncHs of heart to say lliat your trouble 
was not heavy to bear. God didn’t send me to you 
to make light of your sorrow, but to mourn with you, 
if you will let me. If you liad a table spread for a 
feast, and was making me-vry with your friends, you 
would think it was kind to let me come and sit dowui 
and rejoice “with jrou, because youM think 1 should* 
like to sharo thoso good things; but I should like 
better to sharo in your trouble and your labour, and 
it would seem harder to mo if you denied me that 
You won’t send mo away V You’re not angiy with 
me for coming ? ” 

** Nay, nay; angorod I who said I war angered ? 
It war good on you to come. An’ Si'th, why donna 
ye get her some tay? Ye Avar in a hurry to get 
some for me, as had no need, but ye donna think o’ 
gettin’ ’t for them as wants it. Sit ye down ; sit yo 
down. I thank you kindly for cornin’, for it’s little 
wage yo got by walkin’ through the wet fields to sec 
an old woniiin liko mo. • • • Nay, I’n got no 
daughter o’ my own—ne’er had one—an’ I wjinia 
sorry, for they’re poor qucechy things, golls is; I 
allays wanted to ha’ lads, as could fond fur theirsens. 
An’ the lads ’ull be marryin’—i sball ha’ danglitors 
eno', an’ too many. But now, do ye malvo the Uy 
as ye like it, for T’n got no taste i' my month this 
day—it’s all one what I swallcr—it's all got the taste 
o’ sorrow wi't.” 

Dinah took care not to betray that ^'he had bad 
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her lea, and accepted Lisbeth’s invifalion ver^ 
readily, for the sake of persuading the old woman 
herself to take the food and drink she so much 
needed after a day of hard work and fasting. 

Seth was so happ^ now Dinah was in tlie house 
that he could not help thinking her presence was 
worth purchasing with a life in which grief inces¬ 
santly followed upon grief; but the next moment he 
reproached liimself—it was almost as if ho wore re¬ 
joicing in his ' ither’s sad death. Nevertheless the 
joy of being wiLi Dinah would triumph: it was like 
tlio influence of climate, which no resistance can over- 
como. And tho feeling ovou suflused itself over his 
face so as to attract his mother’s notice, while she 
was drinking her tea. 

Thee may’st well talk o’ trouble bein’ a good 
thing, Seth, for thee thriv^st oii’t. Thee look’st as if 
thee knovv’dst no more o’ caro an’ cumber nor when 
thee wast a b.ihhy a-lyiu’ awake i’ tli’ cradle. For 
theeMst allays lie still wi’ thy eyes open, an’ Adam 
ne’er ’iid lie still a minute when ho w'akened. Thee 
wast allays like a bag o’ meal as can ne’er be bruised 
—though, for tho matter o* that, thy poor feythor 
war just such another. But ye’ve got e same look 
too” (here Lisbeth turned to Dinah), “I reckon it’s 
wi’ bein’ a Mo^hody. Not as I’m fl--findin faut wi’ 
ye for’t, for yo’ve no call to bo frettin’, an* somehow 
yo looken sorry too. Eh I well, if tho Methodies are 
fond o’ trouble, they’re like to thrive: it’s a pity tlioy 
canna ha’t all, an’ take it away from them as donna 
like it. I could ha* gi’on ’em plenty; for when I’d 
gotten my old man I war worreted from morn till 



DINAH VISITS LISBETH. 


1C5 


night; and now he’s gone, I’d be glad for the worst 
p er again. 

“ Yes,” said Dinah, careful not to oppose any feel¬ 
ing of Lisbeth’s, for her reliance, in lior smallest 
words and deeds, on a divine guidance, always issued 
in that finest woman’s tact wliioh i)roceed8 from 
acute and ready sympathy—“ yes ; I remember, too, 
when my dear aunt diutl, I longed for tJio sound of 
her bad cough in tlio nights, instead of the silonco 
that came when she was gone. I>ut now, dc^ar 
friend, drink this othoi cnji of tea and eat a little 
more.” 

“ What I” said Lisheth, taldngthe cup, and s]>eak- 
ing in a loss quonilons tone, ‘^liad ye got no foyfluT 
and mother, llien, iis yo war so sorry about your 
aunt ?” 

“No, I never know a father or niotlior; my aunt 
brought me up from a baby. Slio had no cbildien, 
for slie was never married, and she hroiiglit mo up as 
tenderly as if I’d been her own child.” 

“ Dh, she’d fine ivork wi’ yo, 1*11 warrant, bringin* 
yo up from a habby, an’ her a lone woinnu—it’s ill 
bringin’ up a cado lamb. But I daresay yo warna 
franzy, for yo look as if ye’d ne’er bcfn angered i’ 
your life. But what did ye do 'vhon your aunt died, 
an’ why didna yo come to liv( m tliis country, bein’ 
as Mrs Poyser’s your aunt too ** 

Dinah, seeing that Lisbeth’s attention w'as attract¬ 
ed, told her the story of lior early life—liow slic had 
been brought up to work hard, and what sort of 
place Snowfield was, and how many peo]‘ie had a 
hard life there—all the details tlxai she thought 
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likely to interest Lisboth. The old woman listened, 
and foi'got to be fretful, unconsciously subject to th9 
soothing influence of Dinah’s face and voice. After 
a while slio was x>ersuadod to let the kitchen be 
made tidy; for Dinah was bent on this, believing 
tliat tlio sense of order and quietude around her 
would help in disposing Lisbeth to join in the prayer 
she longed to pour forth at her side. Belli, mean¬ 
while, wont out to chop wood; for he surmised that 
Dinah would l.Ve to be left alone with his mother. 

Lisbeth sat ^tratching her as she moved about in 
her still quick way, and said at last, Ye’ve got a 
notion o’ cleanin’ up. I wouldna mind lia’in ye for 
a daughter, for ye wouldna spend the lad’s wage i’ 
flne clothes an’ wasto. Yo’ro not liko the lasses o* 
this country-side. I reckon folks is different at 
SnowGeld from wliat they are hero.” 

“ They have a different sort of life, many of ’em,” 
said Dinah; “ they work at different things—some 
in the mill, and many in the mines, in the villages 
round about. But the heart of man is the same 
everywhere, and there are tho children of tins world 
and the children of light there as well as elsewhere. 
But we’ve many more Methodists there i>han in this 
country.” 

** Well, I di(^ua know as tho M' thody women war 
like ye, for there’s Will Maskory’s wife, as tliey say’s 
a big Methody, isna pleasant to look at, at all. I’d 
as lief look at a tooad. An’ I’m thinkin’ I wouldna 
mind if ye’d stay an’ sleep here, for I should like to 
see ye i’ Ih’ house i’ th’ momin’. But may-happon 
they’ll be lookin’ for ye at Mester Poyser’s.” 
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“ No,” said Dinah, “ they don’t expect mo, and I 
^should like to stay, if you’ll let me.” 

“Well, there’s room; I’n got iny bed laid i' tli’ 
little room o’er the back kitchen, an’ ye can lie be- 
sido mo. I’d bo glad to ha’ yo \vi’ me to pjieak to i' 
th’ night, for ye’vo got a nice 'way o’ talkin’. It 
puts mo i' mind o' the swallows as was under tho 
thack last ’ear, when they fust begun to sing low 
an’ soft-like i’ th’ mornin’. Eh, but my old man war 
fond o’ them birds! an’ so war Adam, but tlicyhi 
ne’er corned again this ’ear. llappon tlwy'io dead 
too.” 

“There,” said Dinah, “now the kitchen lotdcs 
tidy, and now, dear mother—for I’m your daughter 
to-night, you know—I ylionlfl like y«»u to wash your 
face and have a ehMii cap on. ih) >011 reiiieinhci 
what David did, wlien Oed took away Ins child from 
him? Willie the child w'as _><jt alive he, fasted and 
prayed to God to spare it, and he would neither eat 
nor drink, but lay on tlio grouml all night, beseech¬ 
ing God for the ebild. But when ho knew it was 
dead, ho rose up from tho ground and washed and 
anointed himself, and changed his clothes, and ate 
and drank; and wlien they asked him how it was 
that ho seemed to have left off grieving now tho 
child was dead, he said, ‘While tho child was yet 
alive, I fasted and wept; for I said, Wlio can tell 
whether God wrill bo gracious to me, that tho child 
may live? But now ho is dead, 'whorcfoio should I 
fast? can I bring him back again? I shall go to 
him, but he shall not return to me.’” 

“Eh, that's a true word,” said Lisbeth. “Yea, 
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my old man wonna come back to me, but I sball go 
to him—the sooner the bettor. Well, ye may do aa 
ye like wi’ me: tliore’s a clean cap i’ that drawer, an’ 
I’ll, go i’ the back-kitchcn an’ wash my face. An* 
Sotli, thee may’st reach down Adam’s new Bible wi* 
th’ picters in, an’ she shall road us a chapter. Eh, 
I like them words—* I shall go to him, but he wonna 
come back to me.’ ” 

Dinah and Setli were both inwardly offering thanks 
for the greater quir*tneBB of spirit tliat liad come 
over Lisheth. This /as what Dinah had been trying 
to bring about, through aU her still sympathy and 
absence from exhortation. From her girlhood up¬ 
wards she had had exporionce among the sick and 
the mourning, among minds hardened and slirivelled 
through poverty and ignorance, and had gained tlie 
subtlest perception of the mode in which they could 
best be touolied, and softened into willingness to 
receive words of spiritual consolation or warning. 
As Dinah expressed it, she was never left to her¬ 
self ; but it was always given her when to keep 
silence and when to speak.” And do wo not all 
agree to call raj)i<l thought and noble impulse by 
the name of inspiration ? After o\.r subtlest analysis 
of the mental process, we must still say, as Dinah 
did, that our highest thoughts and onr best deeds 
are all given to us. 

And so there was earnest prayer—there was faith, 
love, and hope pouring itself foilh thiit evening in 
the Kttlo kitchen. And poor aged fretful Lisbetli, 
without grasping any distinct idea, without going 
tlirough any course of religious emotions, felt a 
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vague sense of goodness and love, and of something 
• right lying underneath and beyond all this sori*ow- 
ing life. She couldn’t understand the sorrow; but, 
for these moments, under the subduing influence of 
Dinah’s spirit, she felt that she must be patient and 
atilL 
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CHAPTEE XL 

II TUE COTTAGE. 

It was but half-past four tlio next morning, when 
Dinah, tired of lying awake listening to the birds, 
and watching the growing light tlirough the little 
window in the garret roof, rose and began to dress 
herself very quietly, lest she should disturb Lisbeth. 
But already some one else was astir in the house, 
and had gone dowii-stairs, preceded by Gyp. The 
dog’s pattering step was a sure sign that it was 
Adam who went down; but Dinah was not aware of 
this, and she thought it was more likely to be Seth, 
for he had told her how Adam had stayed up work¬ 
ing the night before, Seth, however, had culy just 
awakened at the sound of tbo opening dooi. The 
exciting influence of the previous day, heightened at 
last by Dinah’s unexpected presence, had not been 
counteracted by any bodily weariness, for he had 
not done his ordinary amount of hard work; and so 
when he went to bed, it was not till he had tired 
himself with hours of tossing wakefulness, that 
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drowsinefiB camoi and led on a heavier morning 
•Bleep than was usual with him. 

But Adam had been refreshed by his long rest, 
and with his habitual impationco of mere passivity, 
he was eager to begin the new day, and subdue sad¬ 
ness by his strong will and strong arm. The white 
mist lay in the valley ; it was going to be a bright 
warm day, and he would start to work again when 
he had had his breakfast. 

“ There’s nothing but what’s bearable as long as 
a man can work,” he said to himself: “ the natur o’ 
things doesn’t change, though it seems as if one’s 
own life was notliing but change. The square o’ 
four is sixteen, and you must lengthen your lever in 
proportion to your weight, is as true when a man’s 
miserable as when he’s hapi)y; and tlio best o’ work¬ 
ing is, it gives you a grip liold o’ things outside your 
own lot.” 

As he dashed the cold water over his head and 
face, he felt completely himself again, and with his 
black eyes as keen as over, and his thick black hair 
all glistening with the fresh moisture, he went into 
the workshop to look out tlie wood for his Other’s 
coffin, intending that ho and Seth should carry it 
with them to Jonathan Burge's, aiid liave the coffin 
made by one of the workmen there, so that his 
mother might not see and hear tlie sad task going 
forward at home. 

Ho had just gone into the workshop, when his 
quick ear detected a light rapid foot on the staii's— 
certainly not his mother’s. He had been in bed and 
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asleep wlien Dinah had conio in, in the evening, and 
now he wondered whose step this could be. A fool¬ 
ish thought came, and moved him strangely. As if 
it could be Hetty I Sho was the last person likely 
to be in tlie house. And yet he felt reluctant to go 
'ind look, and have the clear proof tliat it was some 
one else. Ho stood loaning on a plank ho had taken 
hold of, listening to sounds which his imagination 
interpreted for liim so pleasantly, that the keen 
strong face becamr suffused with a timid tenderness. 
The light footstep moved about the kitchen, followed 
by the sound of the sweeping brush, hardly making 
so much noise as the lightest breeze that chases the 
autumn leaves along the dusty path; and Adam’s 
imagination saw a dimpled face, with dark bright 
eyes and roguish smilos, looking backward at tliis 
brush, and a rounded figure just leaning a little to 
clasp the handle. A very foolish thought—it could 
not be Hetty ; but the only way of dismissing such 
nonsense from his head was to go and see who it 
was, for his fancy only got nearer and nearer to 
belief while he stood there listening. He loosed the 
plank, and went <^0 the kitchen door. 

“How do you Jo, Adam said J>inah, in 

her calm treble, pausing from her sweeping, and 
fixing her mild gra"^o eyes upon him. “I trust you 
feel rested and strengthened again to bear the bur¬ 
then and heat of the day.” 

It was like dreaming of the sunshine, and awaking 
in the moonlight. Adam had seen Dinah several 
times, but always at the Hall Fann, where ho was 
not very vividly conscious of any woman’s presence 
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except Hetty’s, and ho had only in the last day or 
^two begun to suspect that Seth was in love with her, 
80 that his attention had not hitherto boon drawn 
towards her for his brother’s sake. Hut now her 
slim figure, her plain black gown, and her pale 
serene face, impressed him with all the force that 
belongs to a reality contrasted with a preoccupying 
fancy. For the first moment or iwo lie made no 
answer, but looked at her with the concentrated, 
examining glance which a man gives to an object 
in which ho has siuldouly begun to bo interested. 
Dinah, for tlio fii'st time in her lifo, felt a painful 
self-coiisoiousncss; there was somothing in tlie dark 
penetrating glance of this strong man so different 
from the mildness and timidity of his brother Setli. 
A faint blush came, which deepened as she w'ondered 
at it. This blush rccallod Adam from his forgetful¬ 
ness. 

“ I was quite taken by surprise; it was very good 
of you to come and see my mother in her trouble,” 
he said, in a gentle grateful tone, for his quick mind 
told him at once how she came to be there. “ I hope 
ray mother was thankful to have you,” he added, 
wondering rather anxiously what had been Dinah’s 
reception. 

“Yes,” said Dinah, resuming her work, “she 
seemed greatly comforted after a while, and she’s 
had a good deal of rest in the night, by times. She 
was fast asleep when I left her,” 

“ Who was it took the nows to the Hall Farm ? ” 
said Adam, his thoughts rovorting to some one thovo ; 
he wondered whether sAc had felt anything about it. 



174 


ADAM BEDS. 


It Mr Irwine, the clergyman, told me, and 
my aunt was grieved for your mother when she 
heard it, and wanted me to come; and so is my 
uncle, I'm sure, now he’s heard it, but he was gone 
out to Bosseter all yesterday. They’ll look for you 
'"hero as soon as you’ve got time to go, for there’s 
nobody round that hearth but what’s glad to see 
you.” 

Dinah, with lier sympathetio divination, knew 
quite well that A(!-im was longing to hear if Hetty 
had said anything about their trouble ; she was too 
rigorously trutliful for bene\ olent invention, but she 
had contrived to say something in which Hetty was 
tacitly included. Love has a way of cheating itself 
consciously, like a child who plays at solitary hide- 
and-seek; it is pleased with assurances that it all 
the while disbelie\ es. Adam liked what Dinah had 
said so much that his mind was directly full of the 
next visit ho should pay to the Hall Farm, when 
Hetty would perhaps behave more kindly to him 
than she had over done before. 

“ But you won’t be there yourself any longer?” he 
said to Dinah. 

*‘No, I go back to Snowfioh* on Saturday, and I 
shall have to set out to Treddleston early, to be in 
time for the Oakbv ume carrier. So I must go back 
to the farm to-night, that I may have the last day 
with my aunt and her children. But I can stay hero 
all to-day, if your motlier would like me; and her 
heart seemed inclined towards me last night.” 

“ Ah, then, she’s sure to want you to-day. If 
mother takes to people at the beginning, she’s sure 
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to get fond of ’em; but she’s a strung ^ way of not 
liking young women. Though, to be sure,” Adam 
went on, smiling, “ her not liking other young women 
is no reason why sho shouldn’t like you.” 

Hitherto Gyp had been assisting at this conver¬ 
sation in motionless sUenco, seated on his haunches, 
and alternately looking up in his master’s faco to 
watoli its expression, and observing Dinali’s move¬ 
ments about the kitchen. The kind smile with 
which Adam uttered the last words was apparently 
decisive with Gyp of the light in which the stranger 
was to be regarded, and as she tunicd round after 
putting aside her sweeping-brush, ho trotted towards 
her, and put up his mmszle against her hand in a 
friendly way. 

“ You see Gyp bids you welcome,” said Adam, 
“and he’s very slow to w'clcomo strangers.” 

“ Poor dog! ” said Dinali, patting the rough grey 
coat, “ I'VO a strange feeling about the dumb things 
as if they wanted to speak, and it was a trouble to 
’em because they couldn’t. I can't help being sorry 
for tlio dogs always, though perhaps there’s no need. 
But they may well have more in them than they 
know how to make us understand, for ive can’t say 
half what we feel, mth all our word 

Seth came down now, and was pleased to find 
Adam talking with Dinah; he wanted Adam to 
know how much hotter sho was tlian all other 
women. But after a few words of greeting, Adam 
drew him into the workshop to consult about the 
coffin, and Dinah went on with her ol^’au’ng. 

By six o’clock they were all at breakfast with 
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Lisbcth in a kitchen as clean as she could have 
made it bersolf. The window and door were openj 
and the morning air brought with it a mingled scent 
of southernwood, thyme, and sweetbriar from the 
patch of garden by tlie side of the cottage. Dinah 
did not sit down at first, but moved about, serving 
the others with the warm jjorridge and the toasted 
oat-cake, which she had got ready in the usual way, 
for she had asked Seth to tell her just what his 
mother gave tii in for breakfast. Lisbeth had been 
unusually silent since she came down-stairs, appar¬ 
ently requiring some time to adjust her ideas to a 
state of things in which she came down like a lady 
to find all the work done, and sat still to be waited 
on. Her now sensations seemed to exclude the re¬ 
membrance of her grief. At last, after tasting the 
porridge, she broke silence: 

“Ye might lia’ made the parridgo worse,” she 
said to Dinah; “ I can ate it wi’out its turnin’ my 
stomach. It might ha’ been a trifle thicker an’ no 
harm, an’ I allays putten a sprig o’ mint in mysen; 
but how’s ye t’ know that? Tlie lads arena like to 
get folks as ’ll make their parridgo as J’n made it 
for ’em; it’s well if they got onybody as ’ll make 
parridgo at aU. But ye might do, wi’ a bit o’ 
allowin'; for yeVo a stirrin' body in a mornin’, an’ 
ye’ve a light heel, an’ ye’ve cleaned tli' house well 
enough for a ma’-shift.” 

“ Makeshift, mother ? ” sai«I Adam. “ Wliy, T think 
the house looks beautifuL 1 don’t know how it could 
look bettei.'* 

“Thoo dostna know?—nay; how’s thee to know? 
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Th’ men ne’er Imow whether the floor’s cleaned or 
oat>lickod. But thee’lt know when thco gets tby 
porridge burnt, as it’s like enough to bo wben I’n 
gi’en o’er makiu’ it. Tliee’lt tliink thy mother war 
good for summat then.” 

** Dinah,” said Seth, “ do come and sit down now 
and havo your breakfast. Wo’ro all served now.” 

“Ay, come an’ sit ye down—do,” said Lisboth, 
“ an* ate a morsel; ye’d need, artor bein’ upo’ your 
legs tliis hour an’ half a’ready. Come, then,” she 
added, in a tone of complaining affection, as Dinah 
sat down by her side, “ I’Ll be loath for ye t* go, but 
ye canna stay much longer, I doubt. I could put up 
wi’ ye i’ th’ house better nor wi’ most folks." 

“I’ll stay till to-night if you’re willing,” said 
Dinah. “I’d stay longrT, only I’m going back to 
Snowfield on Saturday, and I must be with my aunt 
to-morrow.” 

“ Eh, I’d ne’er go back to that country. My old 
man come from that Stonyshire side, but ho left it 
when ho war a young un, an’ i’ the right ou’t too; 
for he said as there war no wood there, an’ it ’ud lia’ 
been a ba<l country for a carpenter.” 

“ Ah,” said Adam, “ I remember father telling mo 
when I was a little lad, that he r.i.ale up his mind 
if ever ho moved it should be soi.di’ard. But I’m 
not 80 Buro about it. Bartle Mastioy says—and he 
knows the South—as the northern men are a finer 
breed than the southern, harder-headed and stroiigor- 
bodied, and a deal tailor. And tlien he says, in • omo 
o’those counties it’s as flat as the back o’ your hand, 
and you can see nothing of a distance, without climb- 

VOL. I. M 
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ing up the highest trees. 1 couldn^t abide that: T 
like to go to work by a road that’ll take me uj) a bit 
of a hill| and see the fields for miles round mo, and 
a bridge, or a town, or a bit of a steeple here and 
there. It makes you feel tho world’s a big place, 
rnd there’s other men working in it with their heads 
and hands besides yourself.” 

“1 like ih’ hills best,” said Selh, “when the clouds 
are over your head, and you see the sun shining 
ever so far off) o or the Loamford way, as I’ve 
often done o’ late, on the stormy days : it seems to 
me as if that was heaven where there’s always joy 
and sunahino, though this life’s dark and cloudy.” 

“ Oh, I lovo tho Stonyshire side,” said Dinah; “ I 
shouldn’t like to sot niy face towards the countries 
where they’re lich in com and cattle, and the ground 
BO level and easy to tread; and to turn my back on 
the hills whore the poor people have to live such a 
hard life, and tho men spend their days in the mines 
away from the sunlight. It’s very blessed on a 
blealr cold day, ^vhon the sky is hanging dark over 
tho hill, to feel the love of God in one’s soul, and 
carry it to the lonely, bare, stone housef.. where 
there’s nothing el^io to give cf-rmfort.” 

“ Eh I ” said Lisbeth, “ that’s very well for ye to 
talk, as looks welly like tho snowdrop-floweiu as ha’ 
lived for days an’ days when I’n gethered ’em, wi’ 
nothin’ but a drop o’ water an’ a peep o’ daylight; 
but th’ hungry foulks had better leave th* hungry 
coimtry. It makes less mouths for tlie scant cake. 
But,” she we!it on, looking at Adam, “donna thee 
talk o’ goin’ south’ard or nortli’ard, an’ leavin’ thy 
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fejther and mother i’ the churchyard, an* goin* to a 
country as they know nothin* on. i’ll no’or rest i’ 
my grave if 1 donna seo thee i* tho churchyard of a 
Sunday.” 

** Donna fear, mother,** said Adam. “ If I hadna 
mado up my mind not to go, I should lui’ been gono 
before now." 

He had finished his breakfast now, and rose as ho 
was speaking. 

“What art goin’ to do?” asked Lisboth. “Sot 
about thy fey thcr’s coffin ? ” 

“ No, mother,” said Adam; “ we’re going to take 
tho wood to tho village, and have it loado there.” 

“Nay, my lad, nay,” Lisbeth burst out in an 
eager, wailing touo ; “ time wotna Jot jiohody make 
thy feythor’s eoffin hut tliysen? Who'd nialc(‘it so 
well ? An’ him as know’d what good work war, an’s 
got a son as is tho head o’ tho village, an’ all ’IVcd- 
dles’on too, for cleverness.” 

“ V^cry well, mother, if that’s thy wish. I’ll mako 
the coffin at home j but I thought thuo wouldstna 
like to hoar tho work going on.” 

“An* why shouldna I like *t? It’s tho right thing 
to bo done. An* what’s lilting got to do wi’t ? It’s 
choice o’ mislikings is all I’n got i’ Ibis world. One 
morsel’s as good as another when y )ur mouth’s out 
o* taste. Thee mun sot about it this mom in’ 
fust thing. I wonna Im’ nobody to touch the coffin 
but thee.” 

Adam’s eyes met Roth’s, which looked from Dinah 
to him rathor wistfully. 

“ No, mother,” he said, “ I’ll not consent but Beth 
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shall have a haiid in it too, if it’s to be done at home. 
I’ll go to the village this forenoon, because Mr Burgp 
’uU want to see me, and Seth shall stay at homo and 
begin the cofiTm. I can come back at noon, and then 
he can go.” 

“ Nay, nay,” persisted Lisbetli, beginning to cry, 
“ T’n set my heart on’t as thee shalt ma’ thy feyther’s 
coffin. Thco’t so stiff an' masterful, thee’t ne’er do 
as thy motlior wants thee. Thee wasi often angered 
wi’ tliy feyther wlii'^n he war alive; tJioe must bo the 
better to him n()\ he’s gone. He’d ha’ thought 
nothin’ on’t for Seth to raa’s cofliii.” 

Say no more, Adam, say no more,” said Seth, 
gently, though his voice told that he spoke with 
some effort; “ mother’s in the right. I’ll go to 
work, and do thee stay at home.” 

He passed into the workshop immediately, followed 
by Adam ; while Lisheth, automatically obeying her 
old habits, began to put away tlie brejikfast things, 
as if she did not mean Dinah to take her place any 
longer. Dinah said nothing, but presently used the 
opportunity of quietly joining tlie brotlier« in the 
workshop. 

They had already got on thei” aprons ai 1 paper- 
caps, and Adam was standing with his left hand on 
Seth’s shoulder, while he pointed with the hammer 
in his right to some boards which, they were looking 
at. Their backs were turned towards the door by 
which Dinah entered, and she came in so gently 
that they were not aware of her presence till they 
heard her voi»5c saying, “ Seth IJede ! ” Seth started, 
and they both turned round. Dinah looked as if she 
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did not see Adam, and fixcid her eyes on Seth’s face, 
Hfiying with calm kindness— 

“I won’t say farewell. I shall sco you a^ain 
when you come from work. So as I’m at llio farjn 
before dark, it will bo quite soon enoufyh.” 

“ Thank you, Dinah ; I should liko to walk homo 
with you once more. It’ll perhaps be the last 
time.” 

There was a little tremor in Sotli’s voice. Dinah 
put out her hand and said, “You’ll have sweet peace 
in your mind to-day, Seth, for your tenderness and 
long-sufftjring towards your aged mother.” 

She turned round and left tlie workshop as quickly 
and quietly as she had entered it, Adam had been 
observing her closely all the while, but she had not 
looked fit him. As soon as she was gone, ho said— 

“I don’t wonder at thee for loving her, Seth. 
She’s got a fiico like a lily,” 

Seth’s soul rushed to his eyes and lips: he had 
never yet confessed his secret to Adam, but now he 
felt a delicious sense of disburthcnmenl, as ho an¬ 
swered— 

“Ay, Addy, I do love her—too much, 1 doubt. 
But she doesna love me, lad, only as one child o’ 
God loves another. She’ll never low any man as a 

husband—that’s mv belief.” 

■/ 

“Nny, lad, there’s no telling; thcc mustna lose 
heart. She’s made out o* stufl* witli a finer grain 
than most o’ the women; I can sco that clear 
enough. But if she’s bettor than th(*y are in other 
things, I cauna think ske’ll fall short of ’em in 
loving.” 
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No more was said. Seth set out to the village, 
and Adam began his work on the coffin. ' 

God help the lad, and me too,” he thought, as he 
lifted the board. “ We’re like enough to find life a 
tough job—hard work inside and out. It’s a strange 
thing to think of a man as oan lift a chair with his 
teeth, and walk fifty mile on end, trembling and 
turning lu^t and cold at only a look from one woman 
out of all the rest i’ the world. It’s a mysteiy we 
oan give no ac( - unt of; but no more wo oan of 
the sprouting o’ the seed, for that matter.” 
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CHAPTER XIL 

IN THE WOOD. 

That same Thursday luoi’uiufy, as Artliur Doimi 
thorne was moving about in his dressing-room seo- 
ing liis woll-lookiug Rritish person rcllecled in tho 
old-fashioned mirrors, arul stared at, from a dingy 
olive-greon pioco of taj^ostry, by Pliaraoh’s daughter 
and her niaidoiis, wlio ought to have been minding 
tlie infant Moses, ho was holding a discussion with 
liimself, which, by the time his valet was tying tho 
black silk sling over his shoulder, had issued in a 
distinct practical resolution. 

“ I mean to go to Eagledale and fish for a week or 
iJo,” he said aloud. “ I shall take you with mo, 
Pym, and sot off this morning; so bo ready by half¬ 
past cloven.” 

The low whistle, which hod assisred him in arriv¬ 
ing at this resolution, hero broke out into his loudest 
ringing tenor, and the corridor, as ho hurried along 
it, echoed to his favourite song from the “ Beggar’s 
Opera,” “ When the heart of a man is oppressed with 
care.” Not an heroio strain; novorthtdess Arthur 
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felt himself very heroic as he strode towards the 
stables to give his orders about the horses. His 
own approbation was necessary to him, and it was 
not an approbation to bo enjoyed quite gratuitously; 
it must be won by a fair amount of merit. He had 
never yet. forfeited that approbation, and he had 
considerable reliance on his own virtues. No young 
man could confess his faults more candidly; candour 
was one of his favourite virtues; and how can a 
man’s candour be scon in all its lustre unless he has 
a few failings to i.ilk of? But he had an agreeable 
conMence that his faults were all of a generous kind 
—impetuous, warm-blooded, leonine; never crawling, 
crafty, reptilian. It was not possible for Arthur Don- 
nithorno to do anything mean, dastardly, or cruel. 
“ No! I’m a devil of a fellow for getting myself into 
a hobble, but I always take care the load shall fall 
on my own shoulders,” Unhappily there is no in 
herent poetical justice in hobbles, and they will 
sometimes obstinately refuse to inflict their worst 
consequences on the prime oifeudor, in spite of h\^ 
loudly-expressed wish. It was entirely owing i 
this deflciency in the scheme of thiug.i that Arthur 
had ever brought any one into trouble b-'.-.'dos him¬ 
self He was notliing, if not good-natured ' and all 
his pictures of the future, when ho E^hould couie into 
the estate, were made up of a prosperous, contented 
tenantry, adoring their landlord, who would be the 
model of an Buglish gentleman—mansion in first- 
rate order, all elegance and high taste—jolly house¬ 
keeping, finest stud in Loamshire—-purse open to all 
public objects—in short, everything as different as 
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possible from wbat was now associated with the 
.name of Donnithome. And one of the first good 
actions he would perfonn in that future should be 
to increase Irwine’s income for the vicarage of Hay- 
slope, so that he might keep a carriage for his 
mother and sisters. His hearty affection for the 
Kector dated from the ago of frocks and trousers. 
It was an affection partly Glial, partly fraternal;— 
fraternal enough to make him like Ii wine’s company 
better than that of most younger men, and filial 
enough to make him shrink strongly &om iucuning 
Irwin e.’s disapprobation. 

You perceive that Arthur Donnithome was “a 
good fijllow”—all his college friends thought him 
such: he couldn’t bear to see an 3 ^ one uncomfort¬ 
able ; he would have been sorry ov(‘n in his angriest 
moods for any liar in to happen to Lis grandfather; 
and his aunt Ly^lia herself had tiie benefit of that 
Boft-hcart(‘(lness whieb lie bore towards the whole 
sex. Whether he would have self-mastery enough 
to be always as harmless and puicly benoficcnt as 
Kifl good-nature led him to desire, was a question 
that no one had yet decided against him: lie was 
bat twenty-one, you reinomber; and wo don’t in¬ 
quire too closely into character in the case of a hand¬ 
some generous j'oung fellow, who i«^ill have property 
enough to support numerous peccadilloes—who, if 
he should unfortunately break a man’s legs in his 
rash driving, will bo able to pension him band- 
Bomely; or if he should happen to spoil a woman’s 
existence for her, will make it up to her with ojfjron- 
Bive bon-bonsj packed up and directed by his own 
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hand. It would bo ridiciilonB to be prying and 
analytic in such cases, as if one were inquiring into 
the character of a confidential clerk. We use I'ound, 
general, gentlemanly epithets about a young man of 
birth and fortune ; and ladies, wdth that fine intui¬ 
tion which is the distinguishing attribute of their 
sex, see at once tliat he is “nice.” The chances 
arc that ho will go through life without scandalising 
any one, a sea-worthy vessel that no one would 
refuse to insure. Ships, certainly, are liable to 
casualties, which lOmctimos make terribly evident 
some Haw in their construction, that would never 
have been discoverable in smooth water; and many 
a “good follow,” tlirough a disastrous combination 
of circumstances, has undergone a like betrayal. 

But we have no fair ground for entertaining un¬ 
favourable augui’ics conceniing Arthur Bonuithomo, 
who this morning proves himself capable of a pru¬ 
dent resolution founded on conscience. One tiling 
is clear: Nature has taken care that he shall never 
go far astray with perfect comfort and satisfaction to 
himself; he will never get beyond that border-land 
of sin, whore he will bo perpotiialiy Jiarassed by 
assaults from the other side of the boundary. Ifo 
will never be a courtier of Vico, and ^vear hoi orders 
in his button-hole. 

It was about ten o’clock, and tJie sun was shining 
brilliantly; everything was looking lovelier for the 
yesterdjiy’s rain. It is a plciu-ant thing on such a 
morning to walk along the well-rolled gravel on one’s 
way to tlie sUi.blcs, meditating on excursion. But 
the scent of the stables, which, in a natural state of 
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tilings, onglit to be among the soothing inflnonccs of 
•a man’s life, always brought with it some iriitation 
to Arthur. There was no having his own way in the 
stables; eveiything was managed in the stingiest 
fashion. His grandfather persisted in retaining as 
head groom an old dolt whom no sort of lever could 
move out of his old habits, and who was allowed to 
hire a succession of raw Loainshiro lads as his sub< 
ojdinates, one of whom bad lately tested a new pair 
of shears by clipping an oblong patch on Artliur’s 
bay mare. This state of things is naturally embit¬ 
tering ; one can put up with annoyances in tlie 
house, but to liavo the stable made a scene of vexa¬ 
tion and disgust, is a point beyond what hnman flesh 
and blood can be expected to endure long together 
without danger of iriisantbiopy. 

Old John’s wooden, deep-wrinhlcd face was the 
first object tliat mot Arthur’s eyes as he entered the 
stable-yard, and it quite poisoned for liim the baik of 
the two blood-hounds that kept watch there. Ho 
could never speak quite patiently to the old block¬ 
head. 

“ You must have Meg saddled for me and brought 
to the door at half-past eleven, and I shall want 
Biattler saddled for Pym at the saino time. l)o you 
hear ? ” 

^‘Yes, I hear, I hear, Cap’n,” said old John, very 
deliberately, following the young master into the 
stable. John considered a young master as the 
natural enemy of an old servant, and young people 
in general as a poor contrivance lor carrying on the 
world. 
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Arthur went in for the sake of patting Meg, declin¬ 
ing as far as possible to see anything in tlie stables,, 
lest he should lose his temper before breakfast. The 
pretty creature was in one of the inner stables, and 
turned her mild head as her master came beside her. 
Little Trot, a tiny spaniel, her inseparable companion 
in the stable, was comfortably curled up on her back. 

“Well, Meg, my pretty girl,” said Artliur, patting 
her neck, we’ll have a glorious canter this morn¬ 
ing.” 

‘‘Nay. your hci our, I donna see as that can be,” 
said Jubn. 

“Not bo? Wliy not?” 

“ Why, she’s got lamed.” 

“Lamed, confound you! what do yon mean?” 

“ Why, til’ lad took her too close to Lalton’s hosses, 
an’ one on ’em flung out at lier, an’ she’s got her 
shank bruised o’ tlio near foro-leg.” 

The judicious biston.m absluiiia from nairating 
precisely what ensued. You understand that there 
was a great deal of strong language, mingled with 
soothing “ who-lio’s ” while the log was examined; 
that John stood by witli qiule as much eriotion as 
if ho had been a cunningly-car\ ed cnib-trct. walking- 
stick, and that Arthur Donnithorue presently lepassed 
the iron gates of the pleasure-ground without singing 
as bo went. 

He considered himself thoroughly disappointed 
and annoyed. There was not •'-nother mount in the 
stable for himself and his servant besides Meg and 
Battler. It w'as vexatious; just when he wanted to 
get out of the way for a week or two. It seemed 
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culpable in Providence to allow finch a combination 
■of circumstances. To be shut up at the Chase with 
a broken arm, when ever}'' other fellow in his regi¬ 
ment was enjoying himself at Windsor—shut up with 
his grandfather, who had the same sort of atfectiou 
for him as for his parchment deeds! And to be 
disgusted at every turn with the management of the 
house and the estate! In such (‘ircum stances a man 
necessarily gets in an ill humour, and works off the 
irritation by some excess or olhor. “Salkeld would 
have drunk a bottle of port every day," he muttered 
to himself*, “but I’m not well seasoned enough for 
that. Well, since I can’t go to Magledale, I’ll have 
a gallop on Kattler to Norburne this morning, and 
luiudi with Gawaino/’ 

Bcliiiid this explicit resolution there lay an im- 
})licit one. If he lunched with Gawaino and lingered 
chatting, ho should not roach the Chase again till 
ncaily live, when Hetty would he safe out of his 
sight in the housekeeper’s room ; and when she set 
out to go home, it would bo his lazy Time after din¬ 
ner, so he should keep out of lier way altogether. 
1’liero really would have been no harm in being 
Jciiid to the little thing, and it was woith dancing 
with a dozen ball-room hollos only lo look at Hetty 
for half an hour. But perhaps he had better not 
take any more notice of her; it might put notions 
into her head, as Invine had hinted ; though Arthur, 
for his part, thought girls were not by any means 
so soft and easily bruised *, indeed, he had generally 
found them twice as cool and cunning as he was 
himselfl As for any real harm in Hetty h case, 
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it was out of the question: Arthur Donnithome 
accepted hia own bond for himself with perfect con-, 
fidence. 

So the twolve o’clock sun saw him galloping to¬ 
wards Norburno; and by good fortune Halsell Com¬ 
mon lay in his road, and gave him some iGne leaps 
for Battler. Nothing like “taking” a few bushes 
and ditohe‘i for exorciBuig a demon ; and it is really 
astonishing tliat the Centaurs, with their immense 
advantages in thi' way, have loft so bad a reputation 
in history. 

After this, you will perhaps be surprised to hear, 
tliat although Gawaine was at home, the hand of 
the dial in the courtyard had scarcely cleared the 
last stroke of three, when Arthur returned through 
the entrance - gates, got down from the panting 
Battler, and wont into tlio house to take a hasty 
luncheon. But 1 believe tJiero have been men since 
Ids day who have ridden a long way to avoid a 
rencontre, and then galloped hastily back lest they 
should miss it. It is tho favouiite stratagem of 
our passions to sham a retreat, aiid to turn sharp 
round upon us ;tt the moment we luivo made up our 
minds that the day is our own. 

“The Cap’n’s been ridin’ tho devil’s own pace,” 
said Dalton tho ■^oachmau, whose person stood out 
in liigh relief as ho smoked his pipe against the 
stable wall, when John brought up Battler. 

“ An’ I wish he’d got tho devil U) do’s grooming 
for’n,” growled John. 

“ Ay; he’d hev a deal haimabler groom nor what 
he has 7iow,” observed Dalton; and the joke ap- 
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peivted to him BO good, that, being left alone upon 
jlie Boone, he oontimiei at intervala to take his pipe 
from liis moutii in order to wink at an imaginaiy 
audience, and shake luxuriously with a silent, ventral 
laughter; mentally rehearsing the dialogue from 
the beginning, that he might recite it with effect 
in the servants’ hall. 

When Artljui' went up to his drossing-room again 
after Imichcon, it wns iuovilablo tliiit the debate lie 
had had with himst'lf there earlier in the day should 
flash across his uiiud; but it was hniiessiblo for him 
now to dwell on tho romeinbraiice—impossible to 
recall tho feedings and reflections winch had been 
decisive witli him then, any more than to recall the 
peculiar scent of tJio air lljai had fresbened liiiri 
when he first opmjt'd hi; wiiifloii. The desire to 
see Hetty had nisliod luck bko an ill-sUminied 
current; ho was amazed IniuMolf at the force wdth 
wliich this trivial fancy sceineil to giasp him: he 
W'as even rather tremulous as he brushed liis hair 
—pooh I it was riding in that bieak-ncck way. It 
was because ho Lad made a serious aflah of an idle 
iiiartor, by thinking of it as if it were of any conse¬ 
quence. Tie would aiuiiNo Jn’mself by sotiiig Hotly 
to-day, and get rid of the whole thing from his mind. 

It was all Irwiuo’s fault. “ If Irwins had said notl)- 
ing, T slioiildn’t liavo thought half s much of Hetty 
as of Meg’s lamen'^ss.” However, it was just the 
sort of diiy for lolling in the Uennitage, and he 
would go and finish Dr Moore’s ZrJnro thero before 
dinner. Tho Hermitage stood in Fir-tree - 

the way Hetty was sure to come in walking from 
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the Hall Farm. So nothing could be simpler and 
more natural: meeting Hetty was a more circum¬ 
stance of his walk, not its object. 

Arthur's shadow flitted rather faster among the 
sturdy oaks of the Cliaso than might have been 
expected from the shadow of a tired man on a warm 
afternoon, and it was still scarcely four o'clock when 
he stood before the tail naiTOw gate leading into the 
delicious labyrinthine wood which skirted one side 
of the Chase, irul which was called Fir-tree Grove, 
not because tlio flrs were many, but because tliey 
were few. It was a wood of beeches and limes, 
with here and there a light, silver-stemmed birch— 
just the sort of wood most haunted by the nymplis: 
you see their white sunlit limbs gleaming athwait 
the boughs, or peeping from beliind the smooth- 
sweeping outline of a tall lime; you hear their soft 
liquid laughter—but if you look with a too curious 
sacrilegious eye, they vanish behind the silvery 
beeches, they make you believe that their voice 
was only a runiung brooklet, poihaps they meta¬ 
morphose themselves into a tawny squirrel that 
scampers away and mocks you from the topmost 
bough. It was not a giovi^ with meubured grass 
or rolled gravel for you to tread upon, but with 
narrow, hollow shaped, earthy paths, edged with 
faint dashes of delicate moss — paths which look 
as if they were made by the free-will of the trees 
^ and underwood, moving reverently aside to look at 
the tall queen of the white-footed nymphs. 

It was along the broadest of these paths that 
Arthur Donnithome passed, under an avenue of 
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limes and beeches. It was a still allomoon—the 
golden light was lingering languidly among the 
upper boughs, only glancing down here and there 
on the purple pathway and its edge of faintly- 
sprinkled moss: an afternoon in whicli destiny dis¬ 
guises her cold awful face behind a hazy radiant 
veil, encloses us in warm downy wings, and poisons 
us with violet-scented breath. Arthur strolled along 
carelessly, with a book under his arm, but not look¬ 
ing on the ground as meditative men are apt to do *, 
his eyes would fix themselves on tlie distant bend 
in the road round whicli a little figure must surely 
appear before long. Ali! there she comes: first 
a bright patch of colour, like a tropic bird among 
the boughs, then a tripping figure, witb a round liat 
on, and a sinall basket under her arin ; tlicii a deep- 
blushing, almost frightened, but bright-smiling girl, 
making her curtsy with a 11 uttered j et happy glance, 
as Arthur came up to her. If Arthur had had time 
to think at all, ho would have thought it strange 
tliat ho should feel fluttered too, be conscious of 
blushing too—in fact, look and feel as foolish as 
if be had been taken by surpiise instead of meeting 
just what he expected. Poor tilings 1 It was a 
pity they were not in that golden age of childhood 
wlion they would have stood face to face, eyeing 
each other with timid liking, then given each otlier 
a little butterfly kiss, and toddled off to play to¬ 
gether. Arthur would have gone home to his silk- 
curtained cot, and Hettv to lier home-spun pillow, 
and both would have slept without dreams, and to- 
VOL. I. N 



194 


ADAH BEDB. 


morrow wonld have been a life hardly conscionB of 
a yesterday. 

Arthur turned round and walked by Hetty’s side 
without giving a reason. They were alone together 
for the first time. What an overpowering presence 
that first privacy is 1 He actually dared not look 
at this little buttermaker for the first minute or two. 
As for Hetty, her feet rested on a cloud, and she 
was I orne along by warm zephyrs; she had for¬ 
gotten her rose-coloured ribbons; she was no more 
conscious of hex limbs than if her childish soul had 
passed into a water-lily, resting on a liquid bed, and 
warmed by the midsummer sunbeams. It may seem 
a contradiction, but Arthur gathered a certain care- 
lessTioss and confidonco from his timidity: it was an 
entirely different state of mind from what he had 
expected in such a meeting with Hetty; and full 
as he was of vague feeling, there was loom, in those 
moments of silence, foi the thought that his previous 
debates and scruples were needless. 

“ You are quite right to choose this way of com¬ 
ing to the Chase,” lie said at last, looking down at 
Hetty, “it is so much prettier as well as shorter 
than coming by either of the lodges,” 

“Yes, sir,” Hetty answend, with a tremulous, 
almost whispoi'ing voice. I^lie dhln’t know one bit 
how to speak to a gentleman like Mr Arthur, and 
her very vanity made her more coy of speech. 

“ Do you come every week to see kjrs Pomfret ? ” 

, “Yes, sir, every Thursday, only when she’s got 
to go out with Miss Donnithome,” 

“And she’s teaching you something, is she?’* 
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Tea, sir, the lace-mending as she learnt abroad, 
^and the stocking-mending—it looks just like tho 
stocking, you can’t tell it’s been mended; and she 
teaches me ciitling-out too.” 

“ Wliat! are you going to bo a lady’s-maid ?” 

“I should like to bo ono very much indeed.” 
Hetty spoke more audibly now, but still rather 
tremulously; she thought, perhaps sIio seemed as 
stupid to Captain Donnilhorne as Luke Button did 
to her. 

“I suppose Mrs Pomfrot always oxi^ccts you at 
this time y ” 

**She expects mo at four o’clock. I’m rather late 
to-day, because my aunt couldn’t spare me ; but tlio 
regular time is four, boc.'iuso that gis es us time be¬ 
fore Miss Donnitboruc’s boll rings.” 

“ Ah, thou, I must not keep you now, else I 
should like to shfjw you the Hcrmilyge. Did you 
over see it?” 

“No, sir.” 

“ This is tho walk whore wo turn up to it. But 
wo must not go now. I’ll show it you somo othur 
time, if you’d like to see it.” 

“Yes, please, sir.” 

“Do you always como back this way in tho even¬ 
ing, or are you afraid to como so lo? tdy a road ? ” 

“ Oh no, sir, it’s never laio ; I always set out by 
eight o’clock, and it’s so light now in the evening. 
My aunt would be angry with mo if I didn’t get 
homo beh>ro nine.” 

“ Perhaps Craig, tho gardener, comes to take '’are 
of you?" 
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A deep blnsli overspread Hetty’s face and neck. 
‘^I’m sure he doesn’t; I’m sure he never did; Ij 
wouldn’t let him; I don’t like him,” she said hastily, 
and the tears of vexation had come so fast, that 
before she had done speaking a bright drop rolled 
down her hot cheek. Then she felt asliamed to 
death that she was orying, and for ono long instant 
her ha})pincss was all gone. But in the next she 
felt an arm steal round her, and a gentle voice said— 

“Why, Hetty, what makes you cry? I didn’t 
mean to vox you. I wouldn’t vox you for the world, 
you little blossom. Como, don’t cry; look at me, 
else 1 shall think you won’t forgive me." 

Arthur had laid his hand on the soft arm that was 
nearest to him, and was stooping towards Hetty 
with a look of coaxing entreaty. Hetty lifted her 
long dewy lushes, and met the eyes that were bent 
towards hei with a sweet, timid, beseeching look. 
Wliat a space of time those three moments were, 
while thoir eyes met and his arms touched her I 
Love is such a simple tiling when wo have only 
ono-and-twenty summers and a suc^'l girl of seven¬ 
teen trembles under our glance, as if she were n bud 
first opening her heart with wonileriiig iupture to 
the morning. Such young iinfnnowed souls roll 
to meet each other lilco two velvet peaches that 
touch softly and are at rest; thoy mingle as easily 
as two brooklets that ask for noLliing but to entwine 
themselves and ripple with •. ver-iiiterlaoing emves 
in the leafiest hiding-places. Wlnlo Arthur ga»sed 
into Hetty’s dark beseeching eyes, it made no differ' 
ence to him what sort of English she spoke; and 



IN TUN WOOD. 


197 


even if hoops and powder had been in fashion, ho 
Would very likely not have been sensible jusl then 
that Hetty wanted those signs of high breeding. 

But they sttivtcd asunder with beating hearts: 
BomoUimg had fallen on the ground with a rattling 
noise; it was Hetty’s basket; all her little work¬ 
woman’s matters were scattered on tlie path, some 
of them showing a capability of rolling to groat 
lengths. There was much to be done in picking 
up, and not a word was spoken; hut when Arthur 
hung the basket over her arm again, the poor child 
felt a strange diilbrenco in his look and manner. lie 
just pressed her hand, uiid said, with a look and tone 
that were almost chilling to her— 

“I have been hindei’ing yon; I must not keep 
you any longer now. Yon will bo expected at the 
house, (irood-bve,” 

Without waiting for her to sjioak, he turned away 
from her and hurriiid back towards the road tliat led 
to the Hermitage, leaving Hetty to pursue her way 
iu a stiauge dream, that seemed to have begun in 
bewildering delight, and was now passing into con- 
tjo-iioties and sadness. Would he meet lier again as 
she came home? Wliy had he spoken almost as if 
he were displeased with her? and t’l.'n run away bo 
suddenly? She cried, hardly knowing why. 

Ai’thur too was very uneaBj", but bis feelings W'ere 
lit up for him by a more distinct consciouBne,ss. He 
hurried to the Hermitage, which stood m the heart 
of the wood, unlocked the door with a hasty wrench, 
slammed it after him, pitc.hed Zeluro into the most 
distant corner, and, thrusting his right hand into Ins 
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X)ooket, first walked four or five times up and down 
the scanty Icngtli of tho little room, and then seated 
liimself on tho ottoman in an uncoinfortable stiff 
way, as we often do when we wish not to abandon 
ourselves to fecliu*^. 

He was getting in love with Hetty—that was 
quite plain. He was ready to pitch everything else 
—no matter where—for the sake of surrendering 
himself to this delicious feeling which had just dis¬ 
closed itself. It wa - no use blinking the fiict now 
—tlioy would got too fond of each other, if he went 
on taking notitjo of her—and what would come of 
it ? He shotild have to go away in a few weeks, and 
the poor little thing would be miserable. He muit 
not see her alone again; he must keep out of her 
way. What a fool he was for coming back from 
Gawaine's I 

He got up and threw ojien tho windows, to let in 
tho soft breath of the afternoon, and the healthy 
scent of the firs that made a belt round the Hermi¬ 
tage. Tho soft air did liot help his resolutions, as 
he leaned out and looked into tho leafv distance. 
But he considere»l his resolution sufficiently fixed: 

ft 

tliere was no need to debate with h,mself any longer, 
lie lia<l made up his mind not to meet Hetty again; 
and now he might give himself up to tlunking how 
immensely agreeable it would bo if circumstances were 
different—how pleasant it would have been to meet 
her tjiis evening as she came back, and put his arm 
round her again and look into her sweet fikce. He 
wondered if the dear little thing were thinking of 
him too—twenty to one she was. How beautiful 
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her eyes were with tlio tear on their laahesl He 
iwould like to satisfy his soul for a day with looking 
at them, and he must see her again:—^he must see 
her, simply tfJ remove any false impression from her 
tnind about his manner to her just now. He would 
’ behave in a quiet, kind way to her—just to prevent 
her from going home with her head ftill of wrong 
fiincies. Yes, that would bo tho best thing to do 
after aU. 

It was a long while—more than an hour—before 
Arthur had brought his medifutitms to this point; 
but once arrived there, ho could stay no longer at 
the Hermitage. Tho time must be filled up with 
movement nntil ho should soo Hotty again. And it 
was already late enough to oro and dross for dinner, 
for his grandiatinu’s dinnci-liuur was six. 
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EVENING IN THE WOOD. 

It happened that Mrs Porn Trot liad had a slight 
quarrel with Mrs Best, the lioiisekeepcr, on this 
Tlmrsduy inoming — a fact which had two conse¬ 
quences liiglJy converiioiit to Hetty. It caused 
Mrs Pomlret to have tea sent up to lier own room, 
and it inspired that exein]>Iary lady’s-maid with so 
lively a recollection of former passages in Mrs Best’s 
conduct, and of dialogues in which Mrs Best had 
decidedly the inferiority as an interlocutor with Mrs 
Poinfrot, that Hetty required no jjioi-e presence of 
mind than was demanded for usiiiir her needle, and 
throwing in an occasional ‘‘yes ' or “no.” She 
would have wanted to put on her hat earlier than 
usual; only slui had told Captain Donuithorno that 
she usually sot out about eight o’clock, and if he' 
should go to the Grove again expecting to see her, 
and she should be gonel Would ho come? Her 
little *butterfly - soul fluttered inoossantly between 
memory and dubious expectation. At last the min¬ 
ute-hand of the old-fashionod brazen-faced timepiece 
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wfLB on tlio last quarter to eight, and there was every 
leason for its being time to get ready for dejjaitm'o. 
Even Mrs Pomfrot’s preoccupied mind did not pre¬ 
vent her from noticing what looked like a new flush 
of beauty in the littlo thing as she tied on her hat 
before the looking-glass. 

“ That fihild gets prettier and prettier every day, 
I do believe,” was her inward comment. “The 
more’s the pity. She’ll get neither a pi .ice nor a 
husband any the sooner for it. Sober well-to-do 
men don’t like such pretty w'ivea. When I was a 
girl, 1 was mor(3 admired than if I liad b(*eii so very 
pretty. However, she’s ro.ason to bo grateful to mo 
for teaching her something to got her bread with, 
better than tann-house work. They aUvays told mo 
I was good-iiatnred—and that’s the truth, and to 
my liiirt too, else there’s tlueu in this house that 
wouldn’t be liere m)w to lord it over me in tlio 
housekeeper’s looni.” 

Hetty walked hastily across the short Rjiace of 
pleasure-ground which she had to traverse, (heading 
to meet Mr Craig, i-o whom she could hardly have 
spotNen civilly. How relieved she was when she 
had got safely under the oaks and among the fern 
of tlie Chase! Even then she was ; s ready to bo 
startled as the deor that leaped avny at her ap¬ 
proach. She thought nothing of the evening light 
that lay gently in tlic grassy alleys between the 
fern, and made the beauty of their living green 
more visible than it had been in the overpoweri^'g 
flood of noon: she thought of nothing that was pres¬ 
ent. Bho only saw something that was possible' 
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Mr Arthur Don nil homo coming to meet her again 
along tlio Fir-tree Gn»v'e. That was the foregrounci 
of Hetty’s picture; beliind it lay a bright hazy some¬ 
thing—days 111 at were not to be as the other days of 
her life had been. It was as if she had been wooed 
by a river-god, who might any time take her to his 
wondrous halls below a watery heaven. There was 
no knowing what would <3ome, since this strange en¬ 
trancing delight htifl come. If a chest fd^,of lace 
and satin and jewc'h luad been sent her from some 
unknown source, how could she but have tliought 
that her whole lot was going to cliange, and that 
to-morrow some still more bewildering joy would 
befall her? Hetty had never read a novel; if she 
had ever seen one, I think the words would have 
been too hard for her; how then could she find a 
shape for her expectation? They were as formless 
as the sweet languid odours of the garden at the 
Chase, which had floated past her as she walked by 
the gate. 

She is at another gate now—that leading into Fir 
tree Grove. She enters the wo<^d, wheif it is already 
twilight, and at every stop she takes, the ibar at. 
her heart becomes colder. If ho should not come 1 
Oil how dreary it was—the thought of going out at 
the other end of the wood, into the un.s}ie!tered road, 
without having seen him. Slio reaches the first 
turning towards the II(i7nitage, walking slowly— 
he ia not there. She liatcs the leveret that runs 
across the path: she hates everything that is not 
what she longs for. She walks on, happy whenever 
she is coming to a bend in the road, for perhaps lie 
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is behind it. No. She is beginning to cry: her 
heart has swelled so, the tears stand in her eyes; 
she gives one great sob, while the corners oi* her 
month quiver, and the tears roll down. 

She doesn’t know that there is another turning to 
tiio Hermitage, that she is close against it, and that 
Arthur Donnithome is only a few yards from her, 
full of one thought, and a thought of wJiich she only 
is the object. He is going to see Hetty again ; that 
is the longing wliich has been growing through tlie 
last three hours to a feverish thirst. Not, of course, 
to speak in the caressing way into which he had 
unguardedly fallen before dinner, but to set things 
right with her by a kindness which would have 
tlie air of friendly civiliU, and prevent her from 
running away with wrung notions about their mutual 
relation. 

If Hetty had known ho w'as there, she w(mld not 
have cried; and it would have been bettor, for then 
Arthur would perhaps have behaved as wisely as ho 
had intended. As it was, she started when he ap¬ 
peared at the end of the side-alloy, and looked up 
at him with two great drops rolling down her 
checks. 'Wliat else could lie do but speak to httr in 
a soft, soothing tone, as if she weic a biiglit-oyed 
spaniel witli a thorn in her foot? 

^*Has something frightened you, Holty? Have 
you seen anything in the wood? Don’t be friglit- 
ened—Pll take care of you now.” 

Hetty was blushing so, she didn’t know whether 
she was happy or miserable. To be crying again— 
what did gentlemen think of girls who cried in that 
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way? She felt unable even to say “no,” but conld 
only look away from him, and wipe the tears from 
her oheek. Not before a great drop had fallen on 
her rose-coloured strings: she knew that quite welL 

“ Come, be cheerful again. Smile at me, and tell 
nij what’s the matter. Come, toll me.” 

Hetty turned her head towards him, wliispered, “I 
thought you wouldn’t come,” and slowly got courage 
to lift her eyes to him. That look was too much: ho 
must have had eyes > f Egyptian granite not to look 
too lovingly in retuni. 

“ You little frightened bird! little tearfiil rose I 
silly pet! You won't cry again, now I’m with you, 
will you ? ” 

Ah, he doesn’t know in the least what ho is say¬ 
ing. This is not what he meant to say. His arm is 
stealing roimd the waist again, it is tightening its 
clasp; he is bending his face nearer and nearer to 
the round cheek, his lips are meeting those pouting 
child-lips, and for a long moment time has vanished. 
He may be a shepherd in Arcadia for aught he 
knows, he may be the first youth kissing the first 
maiden, he may bo Eros himself, sipping tli^ lips of 
Psyche—it is all one. 

There was no speaking for minutes after. They 
walked along with heating hearts till they came 
within sight of the gate at the end of the wood. 
Then they looked at cafdi other, not quite as they 
had, looked before, for in their eyes there was the 
memory of a kiss. 

But already something bitter bad begun to mingle 
itself with the foimtain of sweets; already Arthur 
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was micomfolFtable. He took his arm from Hetty’s 
yf&iatf and said— 

“ Hero wo are, almost at the end of the Grrove. I 
wonder how late it is,” ho added, pulling out his 
watch. “ Twenty minutes past eight — but my 
watch is too fast. Huwever, I’d better not go 
any further now. Trot along quickly \vith your 
little feet, and get home safidy. Good-bye.” 

He took her hand, and looked at her half sadly, 
half with a constrained smile. Hetty’s eyes secjuod 
to beseech him not to go away yet; but ho patted 
her oheek and said “Good-bye” again. She was 
obliged to turn away from him, and go on. 

As for Arthur, ho rushed buck through the Avood, 
as if he wanted to put a wide space between him¬ 
self and Kotty. Ho would not go U> the Hermitage 
again; ho romembored how^ he had debated with 
himself there before dinner, and it had all come to 
nothing—worse than nothing. He walked right on 
into the Cluise, glad to get out of thti Giovo, wdiicli 
surely w^as haunted by his evil genius. Those 
beeches and smooth limes -tliere was something 
enervating in the very sight of them ; but the strong 
knotted old oaks had no bending languor m them— 
the sight of them w’ould give a man some energy. 
Arthur lost himself among the narrow openings in 
the fern, winding about without seeking any issue, 
till the twilight deepened almost to night under the 
great boughs, and the haro looked black as it darted 
across his path. 

He was feeling much more strongly thnn ho h;i.l 
done in the moniiug: it was as if his horse had 
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wheeled round from a leap, and dared 16 dispute his 
mastery. He was dissatisfied with himself, iiritatedf 
mortified. He no sooner fixed his mind on the prob¬ 
able conscqueiioos of giving Avay to the emotions 
which had stolen over him to-day—of continuing to 
notice Hetty, of allowing himself.any opportunity 
foi such slight caresses as he had been betrayed into 
already—than he refused to believe such a future 
possible for himself. To flirt with Hetty was a very 
different affair from Hirting with a pretty girl of his 
own station: that was understood to be an amuse¬ 
ment on both sides; or, if it becamo serious, there 
was no obstacle to niurnago. ]3ut this little thing 
w'ould be spoken ill of directly, if she happened to bo 
seen walking with him; and then those excellent 
people, the Foysers, to whom a good name was as 
precious as if tliey had the best blood in tho land in 
tlieir veins—he should liate himself if he made a 
scandal of that sort, on the estate that was to be his 
own some day, and among tenants by whom he liked, 
above all, to be respected. Ho could no more believe 
that he should se fall in his uw'ii esteem than that 
ho should break both his logs and go on cruiches all 
the rest of his life. Ho C/Ouldn't imagine h^iiself in 
that position; it was too odious, too unlike him. 

And even if no one know anything about it, they 
might get too fond of each other, and then there 
could bo nothing but tlio misery of parting, after alL 
No gentleman, out of a ballad, oimld many a farmei^s 
niece. There must be an end to the whole thing at 
once. It was (oo foolish. 

And yet he had been so determined this morning, 
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before he went to Gawaine’s; and while he was 
l^ere fiomething had taken hold of him and made 
him gallop back. It seemed, he couldn't qiiito de¬ 
pend on his own resolution, as he had thought he 
could: he almost wished his arm would get painful 
again, and then he should tliink of nothing bul the 
comfort it would be to get rid of the pain. There 
was no knowing what impulso might seize him to¬ 
morrow, in this confounded place, whore there was 
nothing to occupy him imperiously thiough the live¬ 
long day. What could he do to secure himself from 
any more of tliis folly ? 

There was but one resource. Uo would go and 
tell Irwine—tell him everything. The mere act of 
telling it would make it seem trivial; the f< nip- 
tation would vanish, as the charm of fond words 
vanishes when one repeats tticm to the indiilercnt. 
In every way it would help him, to tell Irwine. IIo 
would ride to Broxton Rectory the fii'st thing after 
breakfitst to-morrow. 

Arthur had no sooner come to tin's dc'tcrminaiion 
tlian he began to think which of this paths w^ould 
lead him homo, and made as short a walk tliithcr as 
he ex)uld. He fidt sure he shouhl sleep now ; he had 
had enough to tire him, and theie wa.'j no more ne ed 
for him to thmk. 
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Till-: UETUKN HOME. 

WniLR that parting in the wood was happening, 
there was a parting in the cottage too, and Lisbeth 
had stood with Adam at tho door, straining her aged 
eyes to get the last glimpse of Seth and Dinali, as 
they mounted the opposite slope. 

“ Eh, I'm loath to see the last on her,” she said 
to Adam, as they turned into the house again. “ I'd 
ha' been willin’ t’ ha’ her about mo till I died and 
went to lie by my old man. iShe’d make it easier 
dyin'—she spakcs so gentle an’ moves about so still. 
I could be fast sure that piotur was drawcd for her 
i’ thy new Bible—th' angel a-sit1iji’ on the bi^, stouo 
by tho grave. Eh, I woiildna mind ha’iii’ a daughter 
like that; but nobody ne’er marries them as is good 
for aught,” 

“WoU, mother, I hope thee wilt have her for a 
daughter; for Seth's got a liking for her, and I 
hope bIio’ 11 get a liking for Seth in time.” 

“ Where’s tli’ use o’ talkin’ a-that’u ? She caresna 
for Sctln She’s goin' away twenty mile aff. How’s 
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she to get a likio’ for him, I'd like to know ? No 
more nor the cake ^ull come wi’oiit the leavon. Tliy 
figurin' books might ha' tould thee better nor tliat, 
I should think, else thee mightst as well read the 
commin print, as Seth allays does." 

“ Nay, mother," said Adam, laughing, “ the figures 
tell us a fine deal, and wo couldn't go far without 
'em, but they don’t teU us about folks’s feelings. It's 
a nicer job to calculate them. But Seth's as good- 
hearted a lad as evei handled a tool, and plenty o' 
sense, and good-looking too; and he’s got the same 
way o’ thinking as Dinali. He deserves to win her, 
though there’s no denying she’s a rare bit o' w’ork- 
maiiship. Yon don't boo such women turned ofi' the 
wheel every day." 

“Eh, thee’t allays stick nj* for thy brother. Thne'st 
been just the same, e'er sin’ yo war little nns together. 
Tliee wart allays for lialving iverything wi' him. But 
what’s Soth got to do with marryin’, as is oii’y three- 
an’-twenty? He'd more need to leani an’ lay by 
sixpc'nce. An’ as for his desarving her—she’s two 
'ear older nor Seth ; she's pretty near as old as thee. 
Bui that’s the way; folks mun allays choose by coii- 
trairies, as if they must be sorted like the pork—a 
bit o’ good meat wi’ a bit o’ otfal. 

To the feminine mind in some of ira moods, all 
things that might be, receive a temporary (harm 
from comparison with what is; and since Adam did 
not want to marry Dinah himself, Ijisbeth felt rather 
peevish on that score—as peevish as she would have 
been if he had wanted to marry her, and so shut 
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himself out from Mary Burge and the partnership as 
effectually as by marrying Hetty. 

It was more than half-past eight when Adam and 
his mother were talking in this way, so that when, 
about ten minutes later, Hetty reached the turning 
cr the lane that led to the faruiyard gate, she saw 
Dinah and Seth approaching it from the opposite 
direction, and waited for them to come up to her. 
They, too, like Hetty, had lingered a little in their 
walk, for Dinah wa^ 'rying to speak words of comfort 
and Blrength to Sctlli in thcso parting moments. 
But when they saw Hetty, tliey paused and shook 
hands: Sotli turned homewards, and Dinah came on 
alone. 

“ Soth Cede would have come and spoken to you, 
my dear,” she said, as she reached Hetty, but he*s 
very full of trouble to-night.” 

Hotty answered with a dimpled smile, as if she 
did not quite know what liad been said; and it made 
a strange contrast to see tliat sparkling self* en¬ 
grossed loveliness looked at by Drnah’s calm pitying 
face, with its open glance which told that her heart 
lived in no cherished secrets of its own, but in feel¬ 
ings which it longed to share *'dtli all the world. 
Hotty liked Dinali as well as «)ie had ever liked 
any woman; how Vi as it possible to feel otlierwise 
towards one who always put in a kind word for her 
when her aunt was finding fault, and who was always 
ready to take Totty off her liands—little tiresome 
Totty, that was made such a pet of by every one, 
and that Hetty could see no interest in at all? 
Dinah had never said anything disapproving or re^ 
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proachibl to Hetty during her whole visit to the 
•Hall Farm; she had talked to her a great deal in a 
serious way, but Hetty didn’t mind that much, for 
she never listened: whatever Dinah might say, she 
almost always stroked Hetty’s cliook after it, and 
wanted to do some jnending for her. Dinah was a 
riddle to her; Hetty looked at her much in tJjo same 
way as one might imagine a little perching bird that 
oould only flutter from bough to bongli, to loolc at 
the swoop of the swallow or tlie mounting of the 
lark; but she did not care to solve such liddlos, any 
more than she cared to know what was meant by 
tlio pictimes in the * Pilgrim’s Piogress,’ or in tlio 
old folio Bible that Marty and Tommy always i)lagutjd 
her about on a Sunday. 

Dinah took her hand now and drew it under lier 
own arm. 

“You look very happy to-night, dear chihl,” slio 
said. “I shall tliink of you often when Pm at 
Suowfield, and see your face before me as it is now. 
It’s a strange tiling—sometimes when I’m quilo 
alone, sitting in my room witli my eyes closed, or 
walking over the hills, the people I’ve scon and 
known, if it’s only been for a few days, are brought 
before me, and I hear their voices ari’’ see them look 
and move almost plainer than I eve' did when tliey 
were really with me so as I could toucli them. And 
then my heart is drawn out towards thorn, and I feel 
their lot as if it was my own, and 1 take comfort in 
spreading it before the Lord and resting in Uis lo^'o, 
on their behalf as well as my own. And so I tf'cl 
sure you will rome before me.” 
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She paused a moment, but Hetty said nothing. 

“ It has been a very precious time to me,” Dinah 
went on, “ last night and to-day—seeing two such 
good sons as Adam and Seth Bede. They are so 
tender and tlioughtfal for their aged mother. And 
shj has been telling mo what Adam has done, for 
these many years, to holx> his father and his brother; 
it’s wonderiiil what a spirit of wisdom and Imowledge 
he has, and how he s ready to use it all in behalf of 
them that are feeble. And I'm sure he has a loving 
spirit too. I’ve noticed it often among my own 
people round Snowfield, that the strong, skilful 
men are often the gentlest to the women and chil¬ 
dren I and it's pretty to see ’em carrying the little 
babies as if they wore no heavier than little birds. 
And the babies always seem to like the strong arm 
best. I feel sure it would be so with Adam Bede. 
Don’t you think so, Hetty V ” 

“ Yes,” said Hetty, abstractedly, for her mind had 
been all the while in the wood, and she would have 
found it difficult to say what she was assenting to. 
Dinah saw she was not inclined to 1a!k, bu+ there 
would not have been time to say much more, they 
were now at the yard-gate. 

The still twilight, with its dying westem red, and 
its few £iint struggling stars, rested on tlio farmyard, 
where there was not a sound to ho heard but the 
stamping of the cart-horses in the stable. It was 
about twenty minutes after sunset: the fi>wlB were 
all gone to roost, and the bull-dog lay stretched on 
the straw outside his kemud, with the blaok-and-tan 
terrier by his side, when the falling-to of the gate 
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disturbed them, and set them barking, like good 
bfticials, before tliey bad any distinct knowledge of 
the reason. 

The barking had its eiTect in tlio house, for, as 
Dinah and Hetty approached, the deorway was filled 
by a portly figure, with a ruddy black-eyed &ce, 
which bore in it the possibility of looking extremely 
acute, and occasionally contemptuous, on market- 
days, but had now a predominant after-supper ex¬ 
pression of hearty good-nature. It is well known 
that great scholars who have shown the most pitiless 
acerbity in their criticism of other men’s scholarship, 
have yet been of a relenting and indulgent temper 
in private life; and I have heard of a learned man 
meeiyiy rocking the twins in the crudlo witli liis left 
hand, while with his right he inflicted the most 
lacemting sarcasms on an opponent who had betray¬ 
ed a brutal ignorance of Hebrew. Weaknesses and 
errors must be forgiven—alas ! they are not alien to 
us—but the man who takes the wrong side on the 
momentous subject of tlie Hebrew points must be 
treated as the enemy of his lace. There was the same 
sort of antithetic mixture in Martin Poyser; he was 
of so excellent a disposition that he had been kinder 
and more luspectful than ever to his (sld father since 
he had made a deed of gift of all his property, and no 
man judged his neighbours more charitably on all 
personal matters ; but for a farmer, like Luke Britton, 
for example, whose fallows were not well cleaned, 
who didn't know the rudiments of hedging arid 
ditching, and showed but a small share of judgment 
in the purchase of winter stock, Martin Poyser was 
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an hard and implacable as the north-east wind. 
Luke Britton could not make a remark, even on thd 
weather, but Martin Pojser detected in it a taint of 
that unsoundness and general ignorance which was 
palpable in aU his farming operations. He hated to 
see the fellow lift the pewter pint to his mouth in 
the bar of the Royal George on market-day, and the 
more sight c" him on the other side of the road 
bnmght a severe and critical expression into his 
black eyes, as differe <t as possible from the fatherly 
glance he bent on his two nieces as they approached 
the door. Mr Poyser had smoked his evening pipe, 
and now held his hands in his pockets, as the only 
resource of a man who continues to sit up after the 
day’s business is done. ^ 

“ Why, lasses, ye're rather late to-night,” he said, 
when they reached the little gate leading into the 
causeway. “The mother’s begun to fidget about 
you, an’ she’s got the little un ilL An' how did you 
leave the old woman Bede, Dinah? Is she much 
down about the old man? He’d been but a poor 
bargain to her this five year.” 

“ She's been greatly distressed for the lo8.s of him,” 
said Dinah; “ but she's seemed more comforted to¬ 
day. Her son Adam’s been at home all day, work¬ 
ing at his father’s coffin, and she loves to have him 
at home. She’s been talking about him to me almost 
all the day. She has a loving heart, though she’s 
sorely given to fret and be feartiiL I wish she had 
a surer trust to comfort her in her old age.” 

“ Adam’s sure enough," said Mr Poyser, misunder¬ 
standing Dinah’s wish. “ There’s ^o fear but he'll 
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yield well i' the threshing. He’s not one o* them as 
w all straw and no grain. I’ll bo bond for him any 
day, as he’ll be a good son to the last. Did ho say 
he’d bo coming to see us soon ? But como in, como 
in,” he added, making way for tliein j I ha(hi't need 
keep y* out any longer.” 

The tall buildings round the yard shut out a 
good deal of the sky, but the largo window let in 
abundant light to show every corner of the house- 
place. 

Mrs Poypcr, seated in the rocking-chair, which had 
been brought out of the right-hand parlour,” was 
trying to soothe Totty to sleep. But Totty was not 
disposed to sleep; and when her cousins enton'd, she 
raised herself up, and showed a pair of husliod ohoi'ks, 
whicfi looked fatter than over now they were defined 
by the edge of her linen night-cap. 

In the large wicker-bottomed ami-chair in the left- 
hand chimney-nook sat old Martin Foyser, a hale but 
shrunken and bleached image of his portly black¬ 
haired son—Lis head hanging forward a little, and 
his elbows pushed backwards so as to allow the 
whole of his fore-arm to rest on the arm of the chair. 
His blue bandkorcliief was spread over his knees, as 
WHS usual indoors, when it was not hanging over 
his head; and he sat watching wha^ went forwanl 
with the quiet outward glance of lu'althy old ago, 
wliich, disengaged from any interest in an inwaril 
drama, spies out pins upon the floor, follows one’h 
minutest motions with an un expectant purposeless 
tenacity, watches the flickering of the flame or the 
sun-gleams on the wall, counts the quarries on tli' 
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floor, watches even the hand of the cToch. and pleases 
itself with duteeting a rhytlim in the tick. r 

^*What a time o' night this is to come home, 
Hetty I ” said Mrs Poyaer. Look at tlie clock, do; 
why, it’s going on for half-past nine, and I’ve sent 
the gells to bed this half-hour, and late enough too ; 
when they've got to get up at half afl,er four, and 
the mowers' bottles to fill, and the baking; and here's 
this blessed ctiild wi' the fever for what I know, and 
as wakeful as if it was dinner-time, and nobody to 
help me to give her the physic but your uncle, and 
fine work there's been, and half of it spilt on her 
night-gown—it’s well if she's swallowed more nor 
'ull make her worse isteiid o' better. But folks as 
have no mind to be o’ use have allays the luck to be 
out o’ the road when there’s anything to be done.” 

“ I did set out before eight, aunt,” said Hetty, in 
a pettish tone, with a slight toss of her head. But 
this clock’s so much before the clock at the Chase, 
there’s no telling what time it’ll be when 1 get 
here.” 

** What 1 you’d bo wanting the clock set by gentle- 
folks’s time, would you? an’ sit up bai-iiin’ candle, 
an’ lie a-bed wi’ the sun a-bakin’ ‘"ou like a vveum^ 
her i' the frame ? The clock hasn t been put I'orrard 
for the first time to-day, I reckon,” 

The fact was, Hetty had really forgotten the 
difference of the clocks when she told Captain Donni- 
thome that she set out at eight., and this, with her 
lingering pace, liad made her nearly lialf on hour 
later than usual. But here her aunt’s attention was 
diverted from tliis tender subject by Totty, who, per* 
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ceiving at length that the of hor cousins was 

oiot likely to bring anything satisfiictory to her in 
particular, began to cry, “Munny, miinny,” in an 
explosive manner. 

“Well, then, my pet, mother’s got her, mother 
won’t leave her; Totty be a good dilling, and go to 
sleep now," said Mrs Poysor, leaning back and rock¬ 
ing the chair, while she tried to make Totty nestle 
against her. Hut Totty only cried loudor, and said, 
“Don’t yook!” So the motlier, with tliat wondrous 
’ patience which love gives to the quickest tempera¬ 
ment, sat np again, and pressed her cheek against 
the linen.night-cap and kissed it, and forgot to scold 
Hetty any longer. 

“Come, Hetty,” said Martin Poyser, in a concilia¬ 
tory tone, “go and get your supper i' the pantry, as 
the things are all put away ; an’ then you can conic 
and take the little nn while your aunt undresses her¬ 
self, for she won’t lie down in bod without her mother. 
An’ I reckon you could eat a bit, Dinah, for they don’t 
keep much of a house down there.” 

“ No, thank you, uncle," said Dinah; “ T ate a 
good meal before 1 came away, for Mrs Bede would 
make a kettle-cake for mo.” 

“ 1 don’t want any 8U])pcr,” said H etty, taking off 
her hat. “I can liold Totty now, if Jiunt wants me.” 

“ Why, what nonsense that is to talk I ” said Mrs 
Poyser, “ Do you think you can Uvo wi’out eatin', 
an’ nourish your inside wi’ slickin’ red ribbons on 
your head? Go an’ get your supper tliis minute, 
child ; there’s a nice bit o’ cold pudding i’ Hue safe— 
just what you’re fond of.” 
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Hetty complied silently by going towards the 
pantry, and Mrs Poyser weiit on speaking to Dinah. 

“ Sit down, my dear, an’ look as if yon knowed 
what it was to make yourself a bit comfortable i’ the 
world. I waiTant tho old woman was glad to see 
3 ou, since you stayed so long.” 

She seemed to like having mo there at last; but 
her sons sny she doesn’t like young- women about her 
cojninonly ; aiul 1 thought just at first she was al¬ 
most angry -with n for going.” 

“Eh, it’s a poor look-out when th* ould folks 
doesna like the young uns,” said old Martin, bending 
his heed down lower, and seeming to trace tho pat¬ 
tern of the quames with his eye. 

“Ay, it’s ill livin’ in a hen-roost for them as 
doesn’t like fleas,” said Mrs Poyser. “We’ve all 
had onr turn at bein’ young, I reckon, be’t good luck 
or ill.” 

“But she mxist learn to ’commodate herB(‘lf to 
young women,” said Mr Poyser, “ for it isn’t to be 
counted on as Adam and Seth ’nil keep bachelors for 
the next ten year to please their mother. That ’ud 
be unreasonable. It isn’t right for old nor young 
nayther to malco a bargain all o' thoir own side. 
Wliat’s good for one’s good all round i’ the long-run. 
I’m no friend to yoi.ng fellows a-marrying afore they 
know the difference atween a crab an’ a apple; bat 
they may wait o’er long.” 

“ To be sme,” said Mrs Poyser; if yon go past 
your dinner-time, there’ll be little relish o’ your meat. 
You turn it o’er an’ o’er wi’ your fork, an’ don’t eat it 
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after sJl. You find faut wi* your meat, an' the faut’s 
ell i' your own stomHcli.” 

Hetty now came back fi*om the pantry, and said, 
“ I can take Totty now, aunt, if you like.” 

“Come, Rachel,” said Mr Poyser, as his wife 
seemed to hesitate, seeing tliat Totty was at last 
nestling quietly, “thee’dst bi*tter let Hotty cany her 
up-stairs, while thee hik’st thy things off. Thee’t 
tii-ed. It’s time thee wast in bed. Thce’t bring on 
the pain in thy side again.” 

“Well, she may hold Jicr if the child’ull go to 
her,” said Mrs Toyser. 

Hetty went close to the rockiiig-rliair, and stood 
without her usual smile, and without any attempt to 
entice Totty, simply waiting foi her aunt to give the 
child into her hands. 

“Wilt go to cousin Hetty, my dilling, while 
motlicr gets ready to go to bed? Then Totty 
shall go into niother's bed, and sleoj) there all 
night.” 

Before her mother bad done speaking, Totty had 
given her answer in an unniistakable manner, by 
knitting her brow, setting her tiny teeth against her 
under-lip, and leaning forward to slap Hetty on the 
arm with her Titmost force. Thcri, without speak¬ 
ing, she nestled to her mother again. 

“ Hey, hey,” said Mr Poyser, wliile Hetty stood 
without moving, “ nc»t go to cousin Hetty ? That’s 
like a babby: Totty’s a little woman, an’ not a 
babby.” 

“It’s no use trying to persuade her,” said Mrs 
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Poyser. ** She allays takes against Hetty when she 
isn’t well. Happen slio’ll go to Dinah.” n 

Dinah, having taken off her bonnet and shawl, had 
hitherto kept quietly seated in the background, not 
liking to thrust herself between Hetty and what was 
considered Hetty’s proper work. But now she came 
forward, and, putting out her arms, said, ‘^Como 
Totty, come and let Dinah carry her up-stairs along 
with mother : poor, poor mother 1 she’s so tired— 
she wants to go to ^^ed.” 

Tolt.y turned h('r face towards Dinah, and looked 
at her an instant, then lifted herself up, put out her 
little arms, and lot Dinah lift her from her mother’s 
lap. Hetty turned away without any sign of ill- 
humour, and, taking her hat from the table, stood 
waiting with an air of indifference, to see if sho 
should be told to do anything else. 

“You may make the door fast now, Poyser; 
Alick’s been C/Ome in this long while,” said Mrs 
Poyser, rising with an appearance of relief from her 
low chair. “ Get me the matches down, Hetty, for 
I must have the rushlight burning i’ my room. 
Come, father.” 

The heavy wooden bolts began to roll in the house 
doors, and old Martin prepared to move, by gather¬ 
ing up his blue handkerchief, and reaching his 
bright knobbed walnut-tree stick from the comer. 
Mrs Poyser then led the way out of the kitchen, 
followed by the grandfather, and Dinah with Totty 
in ber arms—all going to bed by twilight, like the 
bii'da. Mrs Poyser, on her way, peeped into the 
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room where her two boys lay, just to see their ruddy 
round cheeks on tho pillow, and to hear for a mo¬ 
ment their light regular breathing. 

“ Come, Hetty, get to bod," said Mr Poyser, in a 
soothing tone, as he himself turned to go up-stairs. 
“ You didna moan to be late, I'll be bound, but your 
aunt's been woiTited to-day. Good-night, my wc;noh, 
good-night." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE TWO EED-OIIAMBERS. 

Hetty and Dinah both slept in the second story, 
in rooms adjoining each other, meagrely - furnished 
rooms, with no blinds to shut out the light, which 
was now beginning to gather new strength from the 
rising' of the moon—more than enough strength to 
enable Hetty to move al)Out and undress with perfect 
comfort. She could see quite well the pegs in the 
old painted linen-press on which she hung her hat 
and gown; she could see the head of every pin on 
her red cloth pin-cushion ; she could see a reflection 
of herself in the old-fashioned looking-glass, quite as 
distinct as was needful, const Icring that she had 
only to bmsh her hair and put on her night^cap, A 
queer old looking glass I Hetty got into an ill-tom-" 
per with it almost every time she dressed. It hsA 
been considered a handsome glass in its day, and 
ha^l probably been bought into the Poysor family 
a quarter of a century before, at a sale of genteel 
household furniture. Even now an auctioneer conld 
say something for it: it had a great deal of tarnished . 
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gilding about it; it had a firm mahogany bane, well 
• supplied with drawers, which opened witli a decided 
jerk, and sent the contents leaping out from the 
farthest corners, witliout giving yon tlio trouble of 
reaching them; above all, it liad a brass candlo- 
80ck<!t on each side, which would give it an aristo¬ 
cratic air to the very last. 15 ut Hetty objected to it 
because it had numerous dim blotches sprinkled over 
the mirror, which no rubbing would remove, and be¬ 
cause, instead of smnging backwards and forwards, 
it was fixed in an upriglit position, so that she could 
only gut one good \ lew of her head and neck, and that 
was to be had oidy by sitting down on a low cljair 
before her dressing-table. And tlie dressing-table 
was no dre>SHing-table at all, but a smcdl old chest, of 
drawers, the most awk^v^ard thing in the world to sit 
down before, for the big brass bandies quit e Inii'i her 
knees, and she couldn’t get near the glass at all 
comfortably. Bnt devout worslnj)purs never allow 
inoonvonieiiceB to prevent them from performing 
their religious rites, and Hetty this e\ciiing was 
more bent on her peculiar form of worship tlian 
usual. 

Having taken off her gown and white kerchief, she 
drew a key fiom the large pocket that hung outside 
her petticoat, and, unlocking one of the lower drawers 
in the clicst, reached from it two short bits of wax 
candle—secretly bought at Treddleston—and st uck 
them in tlui two brass sockets. 'Jlieii she drew forth 
a bundle of matches, and lighted the candles : and 
last of all, a small nid-fraincd shilling looIrlrig-glaMs, 
without blotches. It was into this small glass that 
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she chose to look first after seating^ herself. She 
looked into it, smiling, and turning her head on one ‘ 
side, for a minute, then laid it down and took out 
her brush and comb from an upper drawer. She was 
going to let down her hair, and make herself look 
like that picture of a lady in Miss Lydia Donni- 
thome’s dressing-room. It was soon done, and the 
dark hyaciuthine curves fell on her neck. It was 
not heavy, massive, merely rippling hail, but soft 
and silken, running at every opportunity into deli¬ 
cate rings. But she pushed it all backward to look 
like the picture, and fonn a dark curtain, throwing 
into relief her round whito neck. Then she put 
down her brush and comb, and looked at herself, 
folding her arms before her, still like the picture. 
Even the old mottled glass couldn't help sending 
back a lovely image, none the less lov(dy because 
Hetty's stays wtsre not of white' satin—such as I 
feel sure heroines must generally W('ar—but of a 
dark greenish cotton texture. 

Oh yes 1 she was very pretty: Captain Ponnithome 
thought so. Prettier than anybody about Hayslope 
—prettier than any of the ladit s she had ever seen 
visiting at the Chase—indeed it .wemed lino ladies 
were rather old and ugly—and prettier than Miss 
Bacon, the miller’s daughter, who >vus called the 
beauty of Treddleston. And Hetty looked at her¬ 
self to-night with quite a different sensation from 
wh^t she had ever felt beforf ; tliere was an in¬ 
visible spectator whose eye rested on her like morn¬ 
ing on the flow era. His soft voice was saying over 
and over again those pretty things she hod heard . 
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in tlie wood; his arm was roimd hor, and the deli- 
Bate rose-scent of liis hair was with her stilL The 
Tainost woman is never tljoronp;hly conscious of her 
own beauty till she is loved by the man who sets 
her own {lassion vibiatiiig in return. 

But Hetty seemed to have made up her mind that 
soniotliing was wanting, for she got up and roacliod 
an old black lace scaif out of the linen-press, and a 
pair of large earrings out of the sacred drawer from 
which she had taken Ikt cnTuIIos. It was an old 
old scarf, full of rents, but it would make a becom¬ 
ing border round her sbouldorfl, and set oft’ the white¬ 
ness of hor up])er ann. And she would take out the 
little earrings she had in Jior ears — oh, liow her 
aunt had scoldtd licr for having lior ears bored i— 
and put in those largo ones : tliey were but coloured 
glass and giJtliug; but if yi>u didn’t know wliat they 
wore made of, they looked just as well as what the 
ladies wore. And so she sat dow'n again, with the 
largo earrings in her oars, and the black lace scarf 
adjusted round her shoulders. She looked d<jw)i at 
her iirms: no anns (‘ould bo pietlier d<nvn 1o a hide 
way below the elbow—they were white Jind ]>binip, 
and dimpled to match her cheeks; but towards Iho 
wrist, sho thought with vexation I’lat they were 
coarsened by butter - making, and cJier woik lliat 
ladies never did. 

Captain Donnithorno couldn’t like hor to go on 
•doing work: ho would like to see hor in rice clulhos, 
and tliiu shoes and white stockings, perhaps wiLli 
clocks to them ; for ho must love ht*r visy muf h 
—no one else had ever put liis arm round liei and 

.vol: l p 
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kissed her in that way. He would want to many 
her, and make a lady of her; she could hardly daro 
to shape the tliought—yet how else could it be? 
Many her quite secretly, as Mr James, the Doctor’s 
assistant, married tlio Doctor’s niece, and nobody 
ever found it out for a long while after, and then 
it was of no use to be angry. The Doctor had told 
her aunt r.U about it in Hetty’s hearing. She didn’t 
know how itui'uld be, but it was quite plain the 
old Squire coulo never bo told anything about it, 
for Hetty was ready to faint with awe aud fright 
if she came across him at the Chase. He might 
have been earth-born, for wliat she knew: it had 
never entered her mind that he had been young 
like other men; he had always been the old Squire 
at whom everybody was fiightened. Oh it was impos¬ 
sible to think how it would be! But Captain Don- 
nitliorne would know; ho was a great gentleman, 
and could liave his way in everytliing, and could 
buy everything ho liked. And nothing could be 
as it had been again: peihaps some day she should 
bo a grand lady, and ride in hei eoaob, and dress 
for dinner in a brocaded silk, with feitlliers in her 
hair, and her dross sweeping' the giound, like Miss 
Lydia and Tjady Dacey, when she saw tlii'm going 
into the dining-room one evening, as slie peeped 
tlirough the little round window in the lobby; only 
she should not be old and ugly like Miss Lydia, vf 
• all the same thickness like Indy Dacey, but very 
pretty, wdth her hair done in a great many different^ 
ways, and sometimes in a pink dress, and somotimeA 
in a white one—she didn’t know which she lik^ 
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best; and Maiy Burge and everybody wonld perhaps 
%oe her going out in her carriage—or rather, they 
would hmr of it: it was impossible to imagine tlicso 
things happening at Ilayslopo in sight of h(‘r aunt 
At the thought of all this splendour, Hetty got up 
£rom her jshair, and in doing so caught the litllo rod- 
framed glass witli the edge of her scarf, so ihat it 
fell with a bang on the lloor; but she was too 
eagerly occupied with her vision to care about 
picking it up; and after a momentary start, began 
to pace witli a pigeon-like statolincss backwards 
and forwards along her rorim, in her erdoured stays 
and coloured skirt, and the old black lacc scarf 
round her sliouldcis, ami the gioat glass eariings 
in her cars. 

How pretty the little puss looks in that odd 
dress I It would bo the easiest folly in the world 
to fall in love w'itli her: (here is sucli a sweet baby¬ 
like roundiiess about her face and iigure ; tlie deliuato 
dark rings of hair lie so charmingly about her cars 
and neck; lior groat daik eyes with their long eye¬ 
lashes touch one so stiangely, as if an Impiisoued 
frisky sprite looked out of them. 

Ah, what a pri^o the man gets who wins a sw'cct 
biide like Hetty 1 How the mv.. envy him who 
cximo to the wedding breakfast, and see her hang¬ 
ing on his arm in her wdiito laco and orange blos¬ 
soms. The dear, young, round, soft, flexible thing! 
Her heart must bo just as soft, her tamper just as 
free from angles, her character just as pliant. . If 
imythin^ over goes wrong, it must be tlir husliand’a 
fault there; ho can make her what ho likes—that 
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IB plain. And lilie lover himRolf thinks so tob't i]ie 
little darling is so fond of him, her little vanities 
are so bewitching, he wouldn’t consent to her being' 
a bit wisor; tliose kitten-like glances and move¬ 
ments are just what one wants to make one's hearth 
a paradise. Every man under such oiroumstanoeB is^ 
conscious of being a gieat physiognomist. Nature, 
he knows, h m a language of her own, -which she 
uses with strict voraf'ity, and he considers himself 
an adc}>t in tlie langi age. Nature has written out 
his bride’s chaiactor for him in those exquisite lines 
of choek and lip and clim, in those eyelids delicate 
as petals, in those long lashes curled like the stamen 
of a Sowerj in the dark liquid depths of those wonder¬ 
ful eyes. Uow she will doat on her children t She 
is almost a child herself, and Ihe little pink round 
things will hang about hi'r like florets round the 
central flower; and the liusband will look on, smil¬ 
ing benignly, able, whenever he chooses, to with^ 
draw into the sanctuary of liis wisdom, towards 
which his swoot wife will look reverently, and 
never lift tlie curtvin. It is a mauidgo such as 
they made in the ceddou age, ween the mo^' were 
all wise and n*xijojiLic, and the women all lovely end 
loving. 

It -was very much in this way that onr fidend ’ 
Adam Bode thought about Hetty; only he put his 
thoughts into diflbront words. If ever she behaved ^ 
witli' cold vanity towards him, he said to himself, it*, 
is only because she doesn’t love me weU enough; 
and ho was sure that her love, whenever she gavd 
it, would be the most precious tiling a man ooufil 
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^odsesB on oarlb. Before you despiso Adam as 
deficient in penetration, pray ask yourself if you 
were ever predisposed to boli(‘\o evil of any piotly 
Woman—if you over covldj without haid head-hieak- 
V ing demonstration, believe evil of tho one bupieinely 
pretty woman who has bewitched } ou. No: people 
who love downy peaches aio not to think of 
' the stone, and sometimes jar their teeth teriibly 
against it. 

Arthur Doimithoine, too, liad the nnmo sort of 
notion about Hetly, so far a© ho had lliounht of her 
nature at all. Ho felt suio sho was a dear. ntTec- 
tionato, good little thing. Tho man ulio aA^akes 
tho wondering tremulous passion of a young giil 
always thinks her alTeetionato; and if lio ohanees 
to look forward to future ^eard, jneliahly iiTiagines 
himself being virtuoubly t aider to her, bceaiiso tho 
poor thing is so clingingly fond of liim. God mado 
these dear women so—and it is a couvonicul arraiure- 
mont in case of sickness. 

After all, I believo the wisest of us must bo be¬ 
guiled in tliis way sometimes, and luubt tliink both 
better and worse of iieoplo than llioy desruxo. Na- 
tuio bos her language, and she is not unvoracious; 
but we don't know all tbo intiicaoic s of her syntax 
Just yet, and in a hasty reading xve may hap])on to 
extract tho very opposite of her real meaning. Long 
dark eyelashes, now; what can bo more exquisite ? 

1 find it impossible not to oxpoct some depth of soul 
behind a doo^i grey eye with a long dark cyolasH, in 
Bpito of an experience which has shown mo that tliey 
nuiy go along with deceit, peculation, and stupidity. 
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But if, in tlio reactiun of dlsg^ist, I have t)etalcen^ 
myself to a fishy eye, there has been a surprising 
similarity of icsnlt. One begins to suspect at 
length that there is no direct correlation between 
eyelashes and moTcals; or else, that the eyelashes 
express the disposition of the fair one’s grandmotlief, 
which is on the whole less important to us. 

No eyelashes could be more beautiful than Hetty’s; 
and now, while she w Iks witli her pigeon-like state¬ 
liness along the room and looks down on her shoul¬ 
ders boT derod by the old black lace, the dark Mnge 
shows to perfection on her pink cheek. They are 
but dim ill-detino<l jiictures that her narrow bit of 
an imagination can nialro of the future; but of every 
picture slio is the central figure in fine clothes; 
Captain Donnitliorne is very close to her, putting 
his arm round her, pcrliaps Idssing her, and every¬ 
body else is admiring and envying her—especially 
Mary Burge, whose new print dross looks very con¬ 
temptible by the side of Hetty's resplendent toilette. 
Docs any sweet rc sad memory mingle with this 
dream of tlio fiitnro — any loving tlioiight c-f her 
second parents—of the children £'io had helped to 
tend—of any youthful companion, any pet animal, 
any relic of her owji childhood even? Not one. 
Tliore aro some plants that havo hardly any roots: 
you may tear thorn fi-om their native nook of rock 
or wall, and just lay thorn over your ornamental 
flower-pot, and they blossom none tho worse. Hetty 
could bavo cast all her past life behind her, and 
never cared to be reminded of it again. I think 
she hod no feeling at all towards the old hooBe^ ond 
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did not like the Jacob’s Ladder and the ro^ 
of hollyhocks in tho garden better than other iloworg 
—^perhaps not so well. It was wonderful liow little 
she seemed to care about waiting on her uncle, who 
had been a good father to her: she hardly ever 
remembered to reach him his pipe at the right time 
without being told, unless a visitor happened to bo 
there, who would have a bettor opportunity of see¬ 
ing her as aho walked aerohs tho hearth. Hetty 
did not undc'rstand liow anylwDdy could bo very fond 
of middle-cigcd people. And as for those tiresomo 
phildron, Marty and Tommy and Totty, they luid 
been tho very nuisance of her life—as bad as buzz¬ 
ing insects that will come teasing you on a hot day 
when you want to he quiet. Marty, tlie eldest, was 
a baby when sho first caino to the f.irni, for the 
children bf>rn before him had died, and so Hetty 
bad had them all three, one after the oilier, toddling 
by her side in tho meadow, or playing about her 
on wet days in tlio half-empty rooms of tho largo 
old house. The boys were out of hand now, but 
Totty was still a day-long plague, worse than either 
oi tlie others had been, because there was more fuss 
made about her. And there was no end to tlie mak¬ 
ing and mending of clothes. Hcity would have 
been glad to hear that she should U'^ver see a child 
again; they wero worse than tho nasty little lainhs 
that tlie shepherd was always bringing in to bo 
taken special care of in lambing time ; foi the lambs 
were got rid of sooner or later. As for th^ yo^ng 
<duckonB and turkeys, Hotty would have haled the 
Ve^ word hatching,” if her aunt had not bribed 
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hor to attond to the yoonfj poultry by promising her 
tho proceeds of one out of every brood. The round 
downy chicks peejung out from under their mother’s 
wing never touched Hetty with any jdeasure; that 
was not the sort of prettinubS bho cared about, but 
she did care about tho prettinebs of the now things 
slie would buy for heisetf at Ti^ddloston fair with 
tho money they fetched. And yet she looted so dim- 
plod, HO charming, as she btooj)cd down to put tho 
soaked broad under o hen-coop, tliat you must have 
been a voiy acute poisonago indeed to suspect her 
of that hardness. Molly, tho houbcuiaid, with a 
tain-uj> nos(‘ and a protubciaiit jaw, was really a 
tendci-hearted girl, and, as Mrs Poyser said, a jewel 
to look after tho poultry; but her ntolid face showed 
nothing of this mateinal dcliglit, any more than a 
brown eartlienwaie pitcher will show the light of 
tlie lamp within it. 

It is goiierally a fomimne eye that first detects 
tho moral doficioncies hidden under the “dear de¬ 
ceit ” of beauty: so it is not smprising that Mrs 
Poyser, with hei keenness and abundant oppor¬ 
tunity for observation, should h tve fonned a toler¬ 
ably fair estimate of what miglit be expected from 
Hetty in the way of feeling, and in moments of 
indignation she liad sometimes spoken with great 
openness on the subject to her husband. 

“Sho’s no better than a peacock, as ’ud strut 
abopt on tho wall, and spread its iail when the 
sui^ shone if all the folks i* tho paiibh was dying: 
there’s nothing seems to give her a turn i* th’ inside, 
not oven when we thought Toity had tumbled into 
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the pit. To tliink o* that doar clioruhl And we 
found her wi* hor little shoes stuck i’ the nmd an* 
crying lit to break her heart by the far horse-pit. 
But Hetty never minded it, I could see, tliough 
Bhe*s been at the nussin’ o' the child ever since it 
was a babby. It's my belief her heart's as hard as a 
pebble.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Mr Po 3 '‘’er, “thee mustn't judge 
Hetty too hoid. Them young g(‘lls aio hko tlio un¬ 
ripe grain; they’ll make good inoal by-aiid-by, but 
they're squashy as yet. TJioe’<‘ see Hetty '11 bo all 
right when she's got a good husband and childicn of 
her own.” 

don't want to bo haid upo' the goll. She's got 
Oliver lingers of hei own, and can bo useful enough 
when sho likes, and 1 should miss her wi' the hutt»T, 
for she’s got a cool hand. An’ let bo wbiit may, I’d 
strive to do my pait by a niece o’ 3 oms, an’ that I’ve 
done: for I’ve taught her ovei^'thing as belongs to 
a house, an* I've told her her duty often enough, 
though, Ood knows, I’ve no bieath to spare, an’ tliat 
catchin' pain comes on di« adful by tiines. Wi’ th(‘iu 
tliree golls in tlie house I’d need have twico the 
strength, to keep ’em up to their woik. It’s like 
having roast meat at three fires; u'- soon as 3 ou’vo 
basted one, anotlier’s bumin’.” 

Hetty stood sufficiently in awe of her aunt to bo 
anxious to conceal fium lier so much of hor vanity 
as could bo hidden without too groat a sacrifice. 
She could not resist spending her money in |)its 
of finery which Mrs Poyser disapproved; but she 
Would have been leady to die with shame, vexation, 
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aod fright, if her aunt had tliis moment opened th^ 
door, and seen her with her bits of candle lighted, 
and strutting about docked in her scarf and earrings. 
To prevent such a sui|)riso, she always bolted her 
door, and she liad not forgotten to do so ta>night. 
It was well: for there now came a light tap, and 
Hetty, with a leaping heart, rushed to blow out the 
candles an<l tl r^w them into the drawer. She dared 
not slay to take out her earrings, but she threw off 
her BCtuf, and lot it 11 on the floor, before the light 
tup came again. We shall know how it was that 
the light tiip came, if wo leave Hetty for a short 
time, and return to Dinah, at the moment when 
she had delivered Totty to her mother's arms, and 
was come up-Bt<iirs to her bedroom, adjoining Hetty's. 

Dinah delighted in her bedioom window. Being 
on the second story of that tall house, it gave her a 
wide view over the fiolds The thickness of the 
wall formed a broad step about a yard below the 
window, whore she could place her chair. And now 
the first thing she did on entering her room, weus to 
seat horsulf in this chair, and look out on the peace¬ 
ful fields beyond which the largo moon wrap i^iBmg, 
just above the hedgerow elms, bne liked tho pas¬ 
ture best where tlio milch cows wero lying, and 
next to that tho meadow where tho grass was half 
mo^vn, and lay in silvered sweeping lines. Her 
heart was very full, for there was to be only one 
more night on which she would look out on those 
fields for a long time to come; but she thought 
little of leaving the mere scene, for, to her, bleak 
Snowfield had just as many charms: she thought 
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of all the dear people whom she had learned to care 
for among those peaceful fields, and who would now 
have a place in her loving remembrance for ever. 
She thought of the struggles and the weariness iliat 
might lie before them in the rest of their life’s 
journey, when she would be away from them, and 
know nothing of what was befalling them ; and the 
pressure of this thought soon became too stiong for 
her to enjoy the uuicsponding stillness of tlio moon¬ 
lit fields. She closed her eyes, that she might ieol 
more intensely tlio prcseuco of a Love and Sym¬ 
pathy deeper and inoio tcridei than was breathed 
from the eartli and sky. That was often Dinah's 
mode of praying in solitude. Simply to close her 
eyes, and to feci hubolf (iielo&cd by tlio Divine 
Presence; then gradually her foais, her yearning 
anxieties for otheis, melted away liUo ire-riystals 
in a warm ocean. She had bat in this way perfectly 
still, with her hands ciobsed on her lap, and the pale 
light resting on her calm face, for at least ten min¬ 
utes, when she was startled by a loud sound, ap¬ 
parently of something falling in Iletty's room. But 
like all sounds that fall on our ears in a state of 
abstraction, it had no dihlinct character, but was 
simply loud and stai fling, so that si' felt uncertain 
whether she had interpreted it rigl ^ ly. SJio rose 
and listened, but all was quiet afterwards, and she 
reflected that Hetty might merely havo knocked 
something down in getting into bod. She began 
slowly to undress; but now, owing to the sugges- 
tions of this sound, her thoughts bocamo eonceu- 
icated on Hetty : that sweet young thing, with life 
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and all its trials bofbre hor—^the solemn daily duti^ / 
of tbe wifo and mother—and her mind so nnpte-, 
pared for them all; bent merely on little foolish, 
selfish jdeahuies, like a (‘hild hugging its toys in 
the beginnmg of a long toilsome journey, in which 
it will have to bear hunger and cold and un^eltered 
datkuesB. Dinah felt a double care for Hetty, be¬ 
cause she shared Setlx's anxious interest in his 
biuthoj’b lot, and "ho had not come to the conolu- 
Bioii I hat Helty diil not love Adam well enough to 
luairy him. She saw too eloaily the absence of any 
waiDi, self-do voting love in Hetty’s nature, to regard 
the cohlnoBS of her behaviour towards Adam as any 
indication tJjat he was not the man she would like to 


liavc foi a husband. And this bhink in Hetty's nature, 
instead of exciting Dinah’s dislike, only touched her 
with a deeper pity: the lo\ cly face and foim affected 
hor as beauty always affects a pure and tender mind, 
flee fiom sellKh jealousies: it was an excellent divine 
gift, that gave a deeper pathos to the need, the sin, " 
the sorrow with wdiicli it was mingled, os the canker 
in a lily-whito bud is more grievous to behold than 
in a common pot-herb. 

By the time Dinah bad undros od and put on her 
night-gown, this feeling about Hetty had gathered 
a painful intensity, her imagination had created a] ^ 


thorny thicket of sin and sorrow, in whioh she saw 
the poor thing struggling tom and bleeding, look- 




ing with tears for rescue and finding nona It Was 


in^jthis way thit Dinah’s imagination and sympathy 


acted and reacted habitually, each heightening the 
other. She felt a deep longing to go now and pow^,' 
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Into Hetty's ear all the words of tender warning and 
appeal that rushed into her mind. But peihaps 
Hetty was already asleep. Dinah put her ear to 
the partition, and heard still some slight noises, 
which* convinced her that Hetty was not yet in bod. 
Still she hesitated *, she was not quite ccitain of a 
divine direction; the voice that told lior to go to 
Hetty seemed no stionger that tho other voice 
which said tliat Hetty was weaty, and tliat going 
to her now in an uusoa^onablo moment would only 
tend to close her heart more obstinate!}'. Dinah 
was not satisfied without a more uiiinistakoahle guid¬ 
ance than those inward voices. There was light 
enough for her, if sho o^xmed her Bibio, to discom 
the text sufGcicntly to know what it would say to 
her. She knew tho pliybiogiioiny of every ])agc, 
and could toll on what book sho oijened, sometimes 
on what chapter, without Bceing titlo or number. 
It was a Hinall thick Bihlo, woin quite round at tho 
edges. Dinah laid it sideways on tho window ledgo, 
where the light was strongest, and tin n opened it 
with her forofinger. Tlie fiist woids she looked at 
were those at the top of tlie left-hand i)a^ : “ And 
they all wept sore, and foil on Paul’s neck and 
kissed him.” Tliat was enough foi Dinah; she 
had opened on that memorable parting at Ephesus, 
when Paul had felt bound to open his lieait in a hist 
exhortation and warning. She hesitated no longer, 
but, opening her own door gently, went and tapped 
at Hetty’s. Wo know sho had to tap twice, bocauso 
Hetty had to put out her candles and throw off her 
black laoe Boaef; but after the second tap the door 



238 


ABAH BXDK 


was opened immrdiatcly. Dinah said, "Will yon 
lot me como in, Hetty ? ” and Hetty, without speat- 
ingt for sho was confused and vexed, opened the 
door wider and let lui m. 

What a Htranf^o contiasl the two fig^ures madet 
\ isiblo enough m that mingled twilight and moon¬ 
light. Hetty, her cheeks Ihislii d and her oyes glis¬ 
tening fioni ^ cr imaginary drama her beautiful neok 
and aims luic, hr i hair hanging in a curly tangle 
down her back, and *ho baubles m Iku Dinah, 

covered with her long white dress, hex pale fiice full 
of subdued emotion, almost like a lovely corpso into 
which the soul lias rotuinod charged with subltmer 
bcciets and a snbliiuer love. They wore nearly of 
the same height *, Dinah evidently a little the taller 
as sho put her aim round Hetty's u aist, and kissed 
her foiehoatL 

“ I know you were not in bed, my dear,” she said, 
in her sweet clear voice, which was irritating to 
Hetty, mingling with her own peevish vexation like 
music with jangling chains, “ for I heard yrm mov¬ 
ing; and I longtd to speak to you giin to-night, 
for it is the last luit one that T '•hall be hr^re, and we 
don’t know what may happen t '-moiiow to keep us 
apart. Shall I sit down with ^ou wlule you do up 
your liair V ” 

" Oil yes,” said Hetty, hastily turning round and 
reaching the second chair in the room, glad that 
Dinah looked as if she did not notice her earringa, 

Dinah sat down, and Hetty begioi to brush to- 
gothei her hair before twisting it up, doing it with 
that air of oxoossivo mdifTcronce which belongs to^ 
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oonihsed Belf-consoiouBnesa. But the expression of 
t^inah’s eyes gradually relieved her; they seemed 
unobservant of all details. 

“Dear Hetty,’* she said, “it has been homo in 
upon my mind to-night that you may somo day 
be in trouble—trouble is ax>pointod for us all hero 
below, and there comes a time when wo nc(‘d more 
comfort and help than the tilings of this life can 
give. I want to tell you that if ever you are in 
trouble, and need a fi iond that will always feel for 
you and love yon, you have got that friond in Dinali 
Morris at finowfiold; and if you come to her, or send 
for her, she’ll never forget tliis nig lit and tho words 
she is speaking to you now. Will you romeniber it, 
Hetty?” 

“Yps,” said Hotly, rather fiightoiiod. But why 
should you think I shall bo in trouble? Do you 
know of anything?” 

Hetty had seated licrsolf as she tied on her cap, 
and now Dinah loiuicd forwaids and took her hands 
as she aiiHvxeiod— 

“Because, dear, trouble comes to us all in this 
life * we set oui hearts on things which it fIRi’t God’s 
will for us to have, and then wo go sorrowing; tho 
people wo love are taken from us, an«' wo can joy in 
nothing because they are not witli us; sickness 
comes, aud we ihint under the burden of our feeble 
bodies; wo go astray and do wrong, and bring our¬ 
selves into ti-oublo witli our follow-men. There is 
no man or woman bom into this woild to wjioin 
somo of these trials do not fall, and so 1 find ti>at 
some of them must hapi)''n to you; and 1 desiro tor 
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you, that wliilo you aro young yon should seek for 
strongtli fi'om your Heavenly Father, tliat you may 
have a which will not fail you in the evil 

day.’* 

Diiiali ]3auHod and released Hetty’s hands tliat she 
might not hinder licr. Hetty sat quite still; she 
felt no res])onso within heiself to Dinah’s anxious 
alToction; 1 at Diuaii's words, uttered with solemn 
pathetic distinetru ss, affected her with a chill fear. 
Her flush had di( ' away almost to paleness; she 
had the timidity of a luxnrions pleasure-seeking 
natuie, which shrinks from the hint of pain. Dinah 
saw the effect, and her hinder anxious pleading be¬ 
came the more earnest, till Hetty, full of a vague 
fear that bomothing evil was some time to befall her, 
began to cry. 

It is our habit to sa^ lhai while the lower nature 
can never und'^rstand the higher, the higher nature 
commands a ccunpleto Aiow of the lower. But I 
think the higher nature has to learn this compre* 
hension, as wo learn the art of vision, by a good deal 
of hard exporicnco, often with biui'-es and gashes 
iucuired m taking tilings up by the wi'Ong end, and 
fancying our spac^ wider thai it is. Dmah had 
never setui Hetty allected in tiiis way before, and, 
with her usual bcuiignant hopefulness, she trusted it ^ 
was the stirring of a divine impulse. She kissedV', 
the sobbing thing, and began to cry witli her for 
grateful joy. But llctiy wah simply in that excit¬ 
able state of mind in which there is no calculating 
wiiat turn the feelings may take fiom one momoni 
to another, and for the first iimo she became irritated 
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tinder Dinnh’s caress. She pushed her away impa* 
Gently, and said, with a childish sobbing voice— 

“ Don'!; talk to me so, Dinah. Why do yon come 
to frighten me? I’ve never done anything to yon. 
Why can't you let mo be ? " 

Poor Dinah felt a pang. She was too wnse to 
persist, and only said mildly, “Yes, my doiir, you’re 
tired; I won't hinder you ariy longer. Make haste 
and get into bed. Good-nii^ld.." 

She went out of tho room almost as quietly and 
quickly as if sho h.ad been a gl’ost; but once by tho 
side of her own bod, she tlnow Jicrsclf on lior huees, 
and poured out in dc'op silenco all the passionate 
pity that filled hor heart. 

As for ITotty, she was soon in tho wood again— 
her waking drt'ams hoing merged in a sloe^ang lifo 
scarcely iiiuie fragiiuaitaiy and confused. 


70L. t 
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Arthur Donnithornk, you remombor, is under an 
engaj^omeiit witJi liirnself to go and see Mr Irwine 
this Piiday morning, and he is awake and dressing 
BO early, that ho doteiiuincs to go before breakfast, 
instead of after. Tlie Eector, lie knows, breakfasts 
alone at half-past nine, the ladies of tlio family hav¬ 
ing a diflbrent bretikfiist - hour; Arthur will have 
an early ride over the liill and breakfast with liiin. 
One can say evoiything best over a meal, 

Tho progress of civilisation has made a breakfast 
or a dinaoi' an easy and choorful substitub) for more 
troublesome and disagreeable »'oremonics. We take 
a less gloomy view of our error i now our father con¬ 
fessor listens to us over liis egg and coffee. We 
are more distinctly conscious that rude penances are 
out of tho question for gentlemen in an enlightened 
age, and that mortal sin is not incompatible with an 
appetite for muffins. An assault on our pockets, 
whWi in more barbarous times would have been 
made in tlie brasquo form of a x>lBtol-shot, is quite $ 
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^well-bred and smiling procedure now it lias become 
a request for a loan thrown in as an easy pai’enthesis 
between the second and third glasses of claret. 

Still, there was this advantage in the old rigid 
forms, that they committed you to the fulfilmtMit of a 
resolution by some outward deed: when you have 
put your moutli to one end of a hole in a stone wall, 
and are aware that thoro is an expectant car at the 
other end, you arc moro likely to s.'iy wliat you came., 
out with the intention of saying, than if you were 
seated with your legs in an easy ai titude under the 
mahogany, witli a companion who will have no rea¬ 
son to bo surprised if you have notliing particular 
to say. 

However, Arthur Donnithorne, as he winds among 
the pleasant lanes on horseback in the morning sun¬ 
shine, has a sincere di'termination to o})en his lu'art 
to the Rector, and the swirling sound of tlio scythe 
as he passes by the moaduw is all the pleasanter to 
him because of this honest purpose. Ho is glad to 
see the promise of settled weather now, for getting 
in the bay, about whir.ii the, faiineis liave been fear¬ 
ful ; and there is something so hcaltlifiil in the sliar- 
ing of a joy that is general and not merely personal, 
tliat this thought about the ha} -harvest reacts on 
liis state of mind, and makes ^ is resolution seem 
an easier matter. A man about town might per¬ 
haps consider that tlieae influences were not to bo 
felt out of a cliild’s story-book; but w hen you are 
among the fields and hetlg(‘rowa, it. is impossible to 
maintain a consistent superiority to sLniplu natural 
pleasures* 
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Ariihiir had passed the village of Hayslope, and ^ 
was approaching the Li oxton side of the hill, when, 
at a turning in the road, ho saw a fig^iro about a 
hundred yanls before him which it was impossible 
to mistake for any one else than Adam Bede, even 
if there had been no grey, tailless shepherd-dog at 
his heels. He was striding along at his usual rapid 
pace; and Arthur pushed on his horse to overtake 
him, ho retain'd too much of liis boyish feeling 
for Adam to miss opportunity of chatting with 
him. I will iKjt j-' ly that his love for that good 
follow did not owe some of its force to the love of 
patronage : our friend Arthur liked to do overytliing 
that was handsome, and to have his handsome deeds 
recognised, 

Adam looked round as ho heard the quickening 
clatter of the Imrse's heels, and waited for the horse¬ 
man, lifting his paper cap from liis head with a 
bright smilo of recognition. Next to his own 
brother Seth, Adam would havo done more for 
Arthur Donnithorne than for any other young man 
in the world, ^J’horo was Iiardly anything ho would 
not rather liavo lost than the two-feet ruler \diich ho 
always caivicd in his pocket; it v. as Arthur's present, 
bought with his pookebmoney when he was a fair- 
haii’ed lad of eleven, and wlien lie had profited so 
'\vell by Adam*8 lessons in carjiontering and turning, 
as to embarrass every female in tko liouse with gifts 
of superfluous thread-reels and *ound boxes. Adam 
had i^iiito a privle in the little squire in those early 
days, and tlie feeling had only bccoino slightly modi¬ 
fied as the fair-haired hul had grown into the whis- 
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^kered yontig man. Adam, I confuse, was vory 
susceptible to the influence of rank, and quifo ready 
to give an extra amount of respect to every one who 
had more advantages than himself, not boingapliil- 
osopher, or a prolotaire with demooratio ideas, but 
simply a stout-limbcd clover carpenter with a largo 
fiind of reverence in his nature, which iucliued him 
to admit all established claims unless ho saw very 
clear grounds for questioning them, lie had no« 
theories about sotting tlie world to rights, but ho 
saw there was a groat deal nf damage done by build¬ 
ing with ill-seasoned timber—by ignorant men in 
fine clothes making plans for onthonsos and work¬ 
shops and the like, without knowing ilie bearings 
things—by slovenly joiners’ work, and by hasty con¬ 
tracts that could never be fulfilled without mining 
somebody; and ho resolved, for his pait, to set his 
ikee agjiinst such doings. On these points ho would 
have maintained his opinion against tho largest 
landed proprietor in Loainshire or Htonyshire eitlier; 
but ho felt that b<»yoijd these it would bo better for 
him to defer to people who were moip Igiowing tljan 
himself. Ho saw as plainly as possible how ill tlie 
■ woods on the estate were managed, and tho shame¬ 
ful state of the farm - buildings; and if old Squire 
Donnithomo had asked him tho effect of this mis¬ 
management, ho would have sjKiken his opinion 
without flinching, but tho impulse to a respeellul 
demeanour towards a “gentleman” would have been 
Strong within him all tho while. The word “ j^ntle- 
man ” had a spell for Adam, and, as ho often said, he 
“ couldn’t abide a fellow who thought he made him- 
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self fine by being coxy to’s betters.” I must remind« 
you again that Adam had the blood of the peasant 
in his veins, and that since he was in his prime half 
a century ago, you must expect some of his cha]> 
actoristics to be obsolete. 

Towards the young squire tliis instinctive rever¬ 
ence of Adam's was assisted by boyish memories 
and personal regard; so you may imagine that he 
thought far more of Arthur's good qualities, and 
attached far more '. aluo to very slight actions of his, 
than if they liad uoon tho qualities and actions of 
a common workman liko himself. He felt sure it 
would be a fine day for everybody about Uayslope 
when tho young squire came into the estate—such 
a generous open-hearted disposition as he had, and 
an “ uncommon ” notion about improvements and re¬ 
pairs, considering he Avas only just coming of age. 
Thus there was both respect and affection in the 
smilo witli which he raised his paper cap as Arthur 
Dormitlioriio rode up. 

** Well, Adam, Iioav are you ? ” said Arthur, hold¬ 
ing out lijg hand. Ho never shook hands with any 
of tho farmers, arid Adam fi^lt the honour keenly. 

[ could swear to your back long "way off. It’s 
just tho same back, only broader, as when you used 
to carry me on it. Do you remember ? ” 

** Ay, sir, I remember. It 'ud be a poor look-out 
if folks didn’t remerabor what they did and said whan 
they wore lads. We should think no more about ohJ 
fiiond^ than we do about new uns, then.” 

“You're going to Broxton, I suppose?” said 
Arthur, putting his horse on at a slow pace while 
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4.dam walked by his side. ** Are you going to the 
Kectory ? " 

“ No, sir, I*m going to see about BradwcU’s bam. 
They’re afraid of tlio roof pushing tlie walls out; and 
I’m going to seo wliat can be done with it before wo 
send the stuff and the workmen." 

“Why, Burge trusts almost everything to you 
now, Adam, doesn’t he? I should think he will 
make you his partner soon. He will, if lie's wise," 

“ Nay, sir, I don’t see as he’d bo miich the better 
off for that. A foreman, if he's got a conscience, and 
delights in his w'ork, will do his business as well as 
if he was a partner. I wouldn’t give a penny for a 
man as ’ud drive a nail in slack because he didn’t 
get extra pay for it." 

“ I know tJjat, Adain; I know you work for him 
as well as if you weio w'orking for yourself. But 
you would have more pow^or tlian you have now, 
and could turn the business to better account per¬ 
haps. The old man must give up his business some 
time, and ho has no son; I suppose he’ll want a son- 
in-law who can take to it. But he has ratlier grasp¬ 
ing fingers of his own, I fancy: I daresay he wants 
a man who can put some money into the business. 
If I were not as poor as a rat, I v ould gladly invest 
some money in that way, for the sake of having you 
settled on the estate. I’m sure 1 should profit by it 
in the end. And perhaps I shall be better off in a 
year or two. I shall have a larger allowance now 
I'm of age; and when I've paid off a debt or ^vo, I 
shall be able to look about me." 

“ You’re very good to say so, sir, and I’m not un- 
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tliankful. Blit"—Arlam continued, in a decided tone 
—“ I shouldn’t like to make any offers to Mr Burge, 
or t’ have any made for me. I see no olear road to 
a partnership. If he should ever want to dispose 
of the business, that 'ud be a dilfercnt matter. I 
should bo glad of some money at a fair interest then, 
for I feel sure I could pay it off in time.” 

“ Very well, Adam,” said Arthur, remembering 
what Mr Irwiue had said about a prob.iblo hitch in 
the love-makinp between Adam and Mary Burge, 
“ vvo’ll say no c*oro about it at present. When is 
your father to be buried?” 

“ On Sunday, sir; Mr Irwine’s coming earlier on 
purj)ose. I shall bo glad wlioii it's over, for I think 
my mother ’ull perhaps get easier thon. It cuts one 
sadly to see the grief of old people ; they’ve no way 
o' working it off; and the now spring brings no new 
shoots out on the withered tree.” 

“ Ah, you've had a good deal of trouble and vex¬ 
ation ill your life, Adam. I don’t think you've 
ever been harebrained and light-hearted, like other 
youngsters. You’ve always had some care on your 
mind.” " 

“ Why, yes, sir; but that's nothing to : sake a fiiss 
about. If wo’ro men, and have men's feelings, I 
reckon wo must have men's troublos. Wo can't be 
like the birds, as fly from their nest as soon as tliey*ve 
got their wings, and never know their kin when they 
see 'em, and get a fresh lo1 every year. I’ve had 
•enough to ho thankful for: I've allays had healtii, 
and strength and brains to give me a delight in my 
work ; and I count it a great thing as I’ve had Bartle. 
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|Tas8oy’s niglit-school to go to. He’s hrlpeil mo to 
knowledge 1 could never ha’ got, by myself.” 

** What a rare Ibllow you are, Adam ! ” said Arthur, 
after a pause, in which ho had looked musingly at 
the big fellow walking by his side. “ 1 could hit 
out better than most men at Oxfonl, and yet I be¬ 
lieve you would Icnock mo into next week if I woro 
to have a battle with you.” 

** God forbid 1 should ever do that, sir,” said Adam, 
looking round at Arthur, and smiling. I used to 
light hjr fun; but I've never done that since I was 
the cause o’ poor Gil Tranter being laid up for a 
fortnight. I’ll no\or fight any man again, only when 
he bohuA es like a scoundrel. If you get liold of a 
chap that’s got no shame nor conscience to s(i»p hini, 
you must tiy what you can do by bunging his eyes 
up.” 

Arthur did not laugli, for he w'as preoccupied with 
some thought that inade him say presently— 

“ I should think now, Adam, you never have any 
struggles within yourself. I fancy you would mas¬ 
ter a wish that you had made up yoTy^jiiin^l it was 
not quite right to indulge, as easily as you Avould 
knock down a drnidccn felloAv wJio was quariolsomo 
with yon. I mean, you arc neve: sliilly-shally, fiist 
making up your mind that you woi.’t do a thing, and 
then doing it after all ? ” 

“Well,” said Ad-im, slowly, all or a moment/s 
hesitation—“ no. I don't romemhor ever being see¬ 
saw in that way, Avhon I’d made my mind v.Jt, as 
you say, that a thing was wrong. It t.'iht'.; th.p table 
out o* my mouth for things, when I know I should 
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have a heavy conscience after 'om. IVe seen protitjr 
clear, ever since I could cast up a sum, as you can 
never do what’s wrong without breeding sin and 
trouble more than you can over see. It’s like a bit 
o’ bad workmanship—you never see tli’ end o’ the 
mischief it'll do. And it's a poor look-out to come 
into tho world to make your fellow-creatures worse 
off instead o’ bettor. Bui there’s a difference be¬ 
tween tlio things folks call wrong. I’m not for 
making a sin of very little fool’s trick, or bit o’ non- 
scuBO anybody may bo let into, like some o’ them 
dissenters. And a inati may have two minds 
wlietlier it isn’t worth while to get a bruise or two 
for tlie sake of a bit o’ fun. But it isn’t my way to 
be see-saw about anything: I think my fault lies 
th’ otlier way. When I’vo said a thing, if it’s only 
to myself, it’s hard for mo to go back.” 

“Yes, that's just vhat I expected of you,” said 
Artliur. “You’ve got an iron will, as well as an 
iron arm. But however strong a man’s rosolution 
may be, it costs him something to carry it out, now 
and thgiij. We may deterijiiiio not to gather any 
cherries, and keep our liandn sturdily in ocr pockets, 
but wo can’t prevent our mouj'is from watering.”’ 

“ That’s true, sir; but tlierw's nothing like settling 
with ourselves ati there’s a deal we must do without 

this life. It’s no use looking on life as if it was 
Treddlob’on fair, where folks only go to see shows 
and get fairings. If we do, we shall find it different. 
Bui’where's the use o’ me talking to you, sir? You 
know better than I do.” 

“ I'm not so sure of that, Adam. You've had, 
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folir or five years of cxporienco more than T’vo hiicl, 
and 1 tliink your life lias been a bettor school to you 
tlian college has been to me/' 

“Why, sir, you seem io think o' college some¬ 
thing like what Bartle Massey does. He says col¬ 
lege mostly makes people like bladders—just good 
for nothing but t' hold the stuff as is poured into 
'em. But he’s got a tongue like a shaip blade, 
Bartle has: it never touches anything but it cuts. 
Here’s the turning, sir. I must bid you good-raom- 
ing, as you’re going to the Keotory.” 

“ Good-bye, Adam, goo<l bye.” 

Arthur gave his horse to tlic groom atfhe Rectory 
gate, and walked along the gravel towards tho door 
which opened on fho garden. Ho Joiow that tho 
Risotor always breakfasted in his study, and tho 
study lay on the left hand of this door, opposite the 
dining-room. It was a small low room, belonging 
to the old part of tho house—dark with tho sombre 
covers of the books that lined the walls; yet it looked 
very cheery this morning as Arthur reached the open 
window. For the inoming sun fell a shin t gii tho 
great glass globe with gold fish in it, which stood 
on a scagliola pillar in front of the ready-spioad 
bachelor breakfast-table, and by fbe side of this 
breakfast-tablo was a group which w »\ild have made 
any room ontieing. In tho crimson damask easy- 
chair sat Mr Irwino, with that radiajit freshness 
which ho always had when he came from his morn¬ 
ing toilet; his finely - formed plump white b^d 
was playing along Juno’s brown curly back; and 
close to Juno’s tail, which was wagging witli calm 
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matronly plcaBiiro, the two brown pups were rollihg 
over each otlior in an ecstatic duet of worrying 
noises. On a ciiHhion a little removed sat Fug, 
with the air of a maiden lady, who lookod on these 
fairiilianties as animal weaknesses, which she made 
s Utile show as possible of observing. On the tablo, 
at Mr Irwinc’s elbow, lay the first volume of the 
Foulis -/Fschylus, which Aitliur knew well by 
sight; and the tilver coffee-pot, which Carroll was 
blinking in, sent 1< '’th a fragratit steam which com¬ 
pleted the delights of a bachelor breakfast. 

“Hallo, Aitliur, that’s a good fellow I You're just 
in time,” said Mr Inviiio, as Ai*thur paused and 
stepped in over the low window’-silL “ Carroll, we 
shall want more coffee and eggs, and haven’t you 
got some cold fowl for us to eat with that ham? 
Why, this is like old days, Arthur; you haven’t 
been to breakfast with me those five years.” 

“ It was a tempting tnoming for a ride btjfore 
brcaldast,” said Arthur; “and I used to like break¬ 
fasting with you BO when I was reading with you. 
My grandfather is always a few do;, roes oulder at 
breakfast than at any otlier hour in the day. I 
think his nioming bath docsn’l agree with him.” 

Arthur was anxious not to imply that ho came 
with any special p' I'pose. He had no sooner found 
himself in Mr Irwine’s presence than the confidence 
which ho had thought quite easy before, suddonlly 
appeared tiie most difficult tlixng in the world to 
bira, and at the very moment of shaking hands he 
saw his purpose in quite a now light. How could 
he make Irwiiie understand his position unless he 
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toi! }iim thoFie little scenoB In the wood; and how 
could he tell them without looking like a fool ? And 
then his weaknoss in coming back from Gawaiuo’e, 
and doing the very opposite of wliat ho intended I 
Irwiiie would think him a shilly-fihally fellow ever 
after. However, it must come out in an uiipi'oinodi> 
tated way j the conversation might lead ii]) to it. 

“I like brealdast-timo belter than any other moment 
in the day,” said Mr Irwine, “No dust has selth'd 
on one’s mind then, and it presents a clear mirror 
to the rays of things. I always liave a favourito 
book by me at breakfast, and I enjoy the hits 1 pick 
np then so inneh, that regularly every morning it 
seems to me as if I slundd certaiidy beeome studious 
again. But presently Dent brijigs ii]) a poor fellow 
who has killed a hare, and uhen I’ve got through 
my * justioing,’ as (kirroll calls it. I’m inclined for a 
ride round the gloh(', and on my way back 1 meet 
with the master of the workhouse, who has got a 
long stoiy of a mutinous pauper to tell me; and so 
the day goes on, and I'm always the same lazy fel¬ 
low before overling sots in. Besides, ono wants the 
stimulus of sympathy, and T have n(‘ver bait* that 
since poor D’Oyloy left Treddh ston. If you had 
stuck to your books well, yon rascal, 1 -"hould have 
liad a pleasanter prospect before mo. But seholar- 
ship doesn't run in your family blood.” 

“ No indeed. It’s w (jU if I can romomber a little 
inapplicable Latin to a<Ioni my maiden Hj)e<*cli in 
Parliament six or seven years hence. * (-ms inge-jiw 
iteiabimus aecjuor,’ and a few shreds of that port, ^^i)l 
perhaps stick tu me, and I shall arrange my opinions 
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BO as to introduce thorn. But I don't think a know¬ 
ledge of the classics is a preBsiiig want to a country 
gentleman; as as I can see, he’d much better 
have a knowledge of manures. I’vo been reading 
your IViend Arthur Young’s books lately, and there's 
lothing I should like better than to carry out some 
of his ideas in putting the fanners on a better man¬ 
agement of their land; and, as he says, making what 
was a wild country, all of tho same dark hue, bright 
and variegated wit/ com and cattle. My giandfatlior 
will never let me have any power while he lives; but 
there’s nothing I should like better than to under¬ 
take tlie Stonyshire side of the estate—it’s in a dis¬ 
mal condition—and sot improvements on foot, and 
gallop about from oiio place to another and overlook 
them. I should like to know all Iho labourers, and. 
sac them touching their hats to mo with a look of 
goodwill.” 

“Bravo, Arthur! a man vrho has no feeling for 
the classics couldn’t make a better apology for 
coming into tho world than by increasing the quan¬ 
tity of fjjod to maintfiin scholars—RJid rectors wlio 
appreciate scholars. And Vi^honever you enter on 
your career of model landlord n.ay I bo thoro to see. 
You'll want a portly rector to complete tho picture, 
and take his tithe of all the respect and honour you 
get by your hard work. Only don’t set your heart 
too strongly on tho goodwill you are to get in con¬ 
sequence. I’m not sure that men arc the fondest of 
those who try to bo usefiil to them. You know 
Gawaine has got tho curses of tho whole neighbour¬ 
hood upon him about that onclosure. Ifou must 
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i|ako it quite clear to your mind whidi you are 
moat bent upon, old bey—populaiity or usefulneas 
—elae you may happen to miss both." 

Oh 1 Ga.^aine is harsh in his manners; he 
doesn't mako himself personally agreeablo to liis 
tenants. 1 don’t believo tliere’s anything you can’t 
prevail on people to do with kindness. For my 
part, I couldn’t livo in a neigliboui-hood whore I was 
not respected and beloved; and it’s very pleasant to 
go among the tenants here, tljcy seem all so well in¬ 
clined to me. 1 suppose it seems only tlio other day 
to them since I was a little lad, riding on a pony 
about as big as a sheep. And if fair allowances were 
made to them, and their buildings attended to, one 
could persuade them to faiin on a better plan, stupid 
as they are.” 

**Then mind you fill in love in the right place, 
and don’t get a wife who will drain your purse and 
make you niggardly in spit© of yourself. My mother 
and 1 have a little discussion about yon sometimes ; 
she says, ^I’ll never risk a single prophecy on Arthur 
until I SCO the woman ho falls in lov<^with.^ She 
thinks your lady-love will rule you as tlie moon mles 
the tides. But I feel bound to stand up for you, as 
my pupil, you know; and I maintain ihat you’re not 
of that watory quality. So mind you don’t disgrace 
my judgment.” 

Arthur winced under tliis speech, for keen old Mrs 
Irwine's opinion about liim had the disagreeable efiect 
of a sinister omen. This, to bo sure, was only anoi!ij<>.r 
reason for persevering in his intention, and getting tin 
additional security? against himself Nevertheless, at 
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this point in the conrorsation, he was consoions of 
increased dihiiiolinatioii to tell his stoiy about Eletty. 
Ho was of an imprcbsiblo nature, and lived a great 
deal in other pecjplo’s oj)inions and ft'elings coucera- 
iiig himself; and the mere fact tlwit ho was in the 
presence of an intimato friend, who had not the 
slightest notion tliat he had had any such serious 
internal Ntr'i«»‘£;lo as he camo to confide, miher shook 
his own belief in t tO scriousiu^ss of the stiuggle. It 
was not, aft;('r all, a hing to make a fuss about; and 
what could Tiwine do for him that ho could not do for 
himself? Ho would go to Englcdalo in sjnto of 
Meg’s lameiii'hs—go on Hat tier, and let Pym follow 
as well as he could on tho old hack. I'liat was his 
thonglit as ho sugai(*d his coflTee; but the next 
minute, as ho was lifting tho cuj) to his lips, he ro- 
membered how thoroughly h(‘ had made up his mind 
last night to Itdl Irwinc. No! ho would not be vacil¬ 
lating again—ho would do what ho liad meant to 
do, this time. So it would ho well not to lot tho 
personal ton^ of the c<aivorsation altogcthf'r drt^)). 
If thojjT wc^\t to (I'lito indifferent topi* - his difficulty 
would bo height' n'*d. It had r qiiircd no TtoM'cpahlo 
pause for this rush and rebound * f feeling, before he 
answered— 

“But I think it i.^ hardly an argument against a 
man’s general strength of ehnraoter, tliat he should 
be apt to bo mastered by love. A fine constitution 
doQsii’t insuTO one against small-pox C'r any other of 
those inevitahle diseasi's. A man may be very firm 
in other matti*is, and yet be under a sort of witchery 
from a woman.’' 
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I ‘‘TeB; bnt there’s this difference between love and 
small-pox, or bewitchment either—that if you detect 
the disease at an early staple, and try change of air, 
there is every chnnce of complete escape without any 
further development of symptoms. And there ai-e 
certain alterative doses which a man may administer 
to himself by keeping unpleasant consequences be¬ 
fore his mind: this gives yon a sort of smoked glass 
through which you may look at the resplendent fair 
one and discern her true outline; though I’m afraid, 
by the by, the smoked glass is apt to be missing just 
at the moment it is most wanted. I diuesay, now, 
even a man fortified with a knowledge of the clas¬ 
sics might be lured into an imprudent marriage, in 
spite of the warning given him by the choius in the 
Prometheus.” 

The smile that flitted across Arthur’s &oe was a 
faint one, and instead of following Mr It wine’s play¬ 
ful lead, he said, quite seriously—Yes, that’s the 
worst of it. It’s a desperately vexatious thing, that 
after all one’s reflections and quiet determinations, 
we should be ruled by mor>ds that one can’t calculate 
on beforehand. I don’t think a maiF oUgL4 to be 
blamed so much if he is betrayed into domg things 
in that way, in spite of his resolutions.” 

'^Ah, but the moods lie in his nature, my boy, 
just as much as his reflections did, and more. A 
man can never do anything at variance with his 
own nature. He oarries within him the germ of 
his most exceptional action; and if we wise people 
make eminent fools of ourselves on any paiticutnr 
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occasion, we must endure the legitimate conclusion 
that we cany a few grains of folly to our ounce of 
wisdom.” 

“ Well, but one may be beti-ayed into doing things 
by a combination of ciFCiim stances, which one might ^ 
never have done otherwise.” 

“ Why, yes, a man can't very well steal a bank¬ 
note unless the bank-note lies within convenient 
reach; but he won’t make us thmk him an honest 
man because ho be ^ins to howl at the bank-note for 
falling in Ills way.” 

“ But surely you don’t think a man who struggles 
against a temptation into which ho falls at last, as 
bad as the man who never struggles at all ? ” 

**No, certainly; I pity him in proportion to his 
struggles, for they fort'&hadow the inward suffering 
which is the worst form of Nemesis. Gonsequenoes 
are unpitying. Our deeds carry their terrible con¬ 
sequences, quite apart horn any fluctuations that 
went before — consequences that are hardly ever 
conflned to ourselves. And it is best to flx our 
minds on that ccitainty, instead of considering what 
may the'^Ciements of excuse for us. But T never 
knew you so inclined for moral .liscussion, ..ixthui ? 
Is it some danger of your own that you are consider¬ 
ing in this philosophical, general way ? ” 

In asking this question, Mr Irwine pushed his 
plate away, throw himself back in his chair, and 
looked straight at Arthur. He really suspected that 
ArtUvir wanted to toll him something, and thought 
of smoothing ihe way for him by this direct ques¬ 
tion. But he was mistaken. Brought suddenly 
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hud inyoluntarilj to the brink of oonfeBsion, Arthur 
shrank back, and felt less disposed towards it tlian 
ever. The conversation had taken a more seiioua 
tone than he had nitended—it would quite mislead 
Irwine—he would imagine there was a deep passion 
for Hetty, while there was no such thing. He w'as 
conscious of colouring, and was annoyed at his boy¬ 
ishness. 

*<Oh no, no danger," ho said as indifferently as 
he could. 1 don't know that I am more liable to 
irresolution than other people ; only tliere are little 
incidents now and then that set one speculating on 
what might happen in the future." 

Was there a motive at work under this strange 
reluctance of Arthui's wiiK'h had a soLt of backstairs 
influence, not admitted to himself? Our mental 
business is carried on much in the same way as 
the business of the State: a groat deal of hard woik 
is done by agents who are not acknowledged. In a 
piece of macliiuery, too, I believe there is often a 
small unnoticcable wheel which has a great deal 
to do with the motion of the large obvious ones. 
Possibly there was some such unrefwf^nis.il agent 
secretly bnsy in Artlmr’s mind at tliis moment— 
possibly it was the fear lest he might hereafter find 
the fact of having made a confcssir)n to tlie Eector 
a serious annoyance, in case he should not bo able 
quite to carry out liis good resolutions ? I daro not 
assert that it was not so. The human soul is a 
very complex thing. ^ 

The idea of Hetty had just crossed Mr Trwiiu’s 
mind as he looked inquiringly at Arthur, but his 
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disclaiming indifferent answer confirmed the thonghlt 
which had quickly followed — that there could be 
notliing berious in that direction. There was no 
piobability that Arthur ever saw her except at 
church, and at her own homo under the eye of 
Mrs Poyser; and the hint he had given Arthur 
about her the otlior day had no more sonous mean¬ 
ing tlun to prevent him from noticing her so as to 
rouse the little chit's vanity, and in this way perturb 
the rustic drami of her life. Aithui would soon join 
his regiment, and je far away: no, there could be 
no danger in that quarter, oven if Arthu/s charac¬ 
ter had not been a strong security against it. His 
honest, patronising piide in tlio goodwill and re¬ 
spect of everybody about him was a safeguard even 
against foolish romance, still more agamst a lower 
kind of folly. If there had been anything special on 
Arthur’s mind in the previous conversation, it was 
clear lie was not inclined to enter into detaUs, and 
Mr Irwine was too delicate to imply even a friendly 
curiosity. He peiceived a change of bubject would 
be welcome, and said — 

‘‘Bys,he Arthur, at 30111 auonel's birthday 
fete there were some transp.renoieB tha^ made a 
great ofifoot in honour of Britannia, and Pitt, and the 
Loamslnro Militia, and, above all, the 'gcoerous 
youth,* the hero of the day. Don’t you think you 
should get lip something of the same sort to aston¬ 
ish our weak minds ? ” 

opportunity was gone. While Arthur was 
hesitating, the rope to which he might have clung 



LINKS. 


261 


had drifted away—he must trust now to liis own 
swimming. 

In ten minutes fiDin that time, Mr Iiwine was 
called for on busmebs, and Aithui, bidding him 
good-bye, mounted his horse again with a senso of 
dissatis&ction, which he tried to quell by deter 
mining to set off for Eagledale without an houi's 
delay. 




BOOK II. 




CTTAPTER XVIL 

IN WHICH THE STORY PAUSES A LITTLE. 

“ This Rector of Broxton is little better than a 
pagan I ” I hear one of ray readers exclaim. “ How 
much more edifying it would have been if you had 
, made him give Arthur some truly spiritual advice 1 
You might have put into his mouth the most beauti¬ 
ful things—quite as good as reading a sermon.” 

Certainly I could; if I held it the highest vocation 
of the novelist to represent things as they never 
have been and never will be. Then, of course, I 
might refashion life and ciiaracter entirely after my 
own liking; 1 might select the most unexception¬ 
able type of clergyman, and put my own admirable 
opinions into his mouth on all occasions. But it 
happens, on the contrary, that my strongest effort 
is to avoid any such arbitrary picture, and to give 
a ikitbful account of men and things as they have 
mirrored fhemselves in my mind. Tlie mirror is 
doubtless defective; the outlines will sometimes be 
disturbed, the reflection faint or confused; but T feel 
as much bound to tell you as precisely as I can what 
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that reflection is, as if I were in the witness-box 
narrating my experience on oath. 

Sixty years ago—^it is a long time, so no wonder 
things have changed—^all clergymen were not zeal¬ 
ous ; indeed there is reason to believe that the 
number of zealous clergymen was small, and it is 
probable that if one among the small minority had 
owned the livings of Broxton and Hayslopo in the 
year 1799, you would have liked him no better than 
you like Mr Irv ine. Ten to one, you would have 
thought him a tasteless, indiscreet, methodistical 
man. It is so very rarely that facts hit that nice 
medium required by our own enlightened opinions 
and refined taste I Perhaps you will say, “ Do im¬ 
prove the facts a little, then; make them more 
accordant with those correct views which it is our 
privilege to possess. The world is not just what 
we like; do touch it up with a tasteful pencil, and 
make believe it is not quite such a mixed entangled 
afiair. Let all people who hold unexceptionable 
opinions act unexceptionably. Let your most faulty 
characters alv^ays be on the wrong sidc^ and your 
virtuous ones on the right. Then we shall see at 
a glance whom we ore to co idemn, and whom we 
are to approve. Then we shall bo able to admire, 
without the slightest disturbance of our preposses¬ 
sions : we shall hate and despise with that true 
ruminant relish which belongs to undoubting oon* 
fidenoe.” 

Bdt, my good friend, what will you do then with 
your fellow-parishioner who opposes your husband 
in the vestry 9-^with your newly-appointed vicar, 
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irliosd style of preaching yon find painfully below 
that of his regretted predecessor ?—with the honest 
servant who worries your soul with her one failing ? 
—with your neighbour, Mrs Green, who was really 
kind to you in your last illness, but has said several 
ill-natured things about you since your convales¬ 
cence?—^nay, with your excellent husband himself, 
who has other irritating habits besides that of not 
wiping his shoes ? These fellow-mortals, every one, 
must be accepted as they are: you can neither 
straighten their noses, nor brighten their wit, nor 
rectify their dispositions; and it is these people— 
amongst whom your life is passed—that it is need¬ 
ful you should tolerate, pity, and love : it is these 
more or less ugly, stupid, inconsistent people, whose 
movements of goodness you should bo able to admire 
—^for whom you should cheiish all possible hopes, 
all possible patience. And I would not, even if I 
had the choice, be the clever novelist who could 
create a world so much better than tliis, in which 
we get up in the morning to do our daily work, that 
you would be likely to turn a harde]|^ colder on 
the dusty streets and the common gicen fields— 
on the real breathing men and women, who can 
bo chilled by your indifference or injured by your 
prejudice; who can be cheered and helped onward 
by your fellow-feeling, your forbearance, your out¬ 
spoken, brave justice. 

So I am content to tell my simple story, without 
trying to make things seem better than they were; 
dreading nothing, indeed, but falsity, which, in sx>ite 
of one's best efforts, there is reason to dread. False* 
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hood is so easy, truth so difhcnlt. The pencil is 
conscious of a delightful facility in drawing a griffin 
—^the longer the claws, and the larger the wings, 
the better; but that marvellous facility which we 
mistook for genius is apt to forsake us when we 
wf ut to draw a real unejcaggerated lion. Examine 
your words well, and you will find that even when 
you have no motive to be false, it is a very hard 
thing to say the e\aot tnith, even about your own 
immediate feelings—* much harder than to say some¬ 
thing fine about tlicm which is not the exact truth. 

It is for this rare, precious quality of truthfulness 
tliat I delight in many Dutch paintings, which lofty- 
minded people despise. I find a source of delicious 
sympathy in these faithful pictures of a monotonous 
homely existence, which has been the fate of so 
many moie among my fellow - mortals than a life 
of pomp or of abbolute indigence, of tragic suffering 
or of world-stirring actions. I tuin, without slirink 
ing, from cloud-borne angels, from prophets, sibyls, 
and heroic warriors, to an old woman bending over 
her‘flq^or-pot„ or eating her solitaiy dinner, while 
the noonday light, softened perhaps by a scieen of 
leaves, fiills on her mob-cap, and just touches ihe rim 
of her spinning-wheel, and her stone jug, and all 
those cheap common things which are the precions 
necessaries of life to her ;—or 1 turn to that village 
wedding, kept between four brown walls, where an 
awkward bridegroom opens the dance with a high- 
shouldered, broad - faced bride, while elderly and 
middle ■ aged fi londs look on, with veiy irregular 
noses and lips, and probably with qnart-pots In 
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\heir hands, bnt with an expression of unmistak¬ 
able content ment and goodwill. “Foh!” says my 
idealistic friend, “ wliat vulgar details I What good 
is there in taking all those pains to give on exact 
likeness of old women and clowns? What a low 
phase of life 1—what clumsy, ugly people I ” 

But bless us, things may bo lovable that are not 
altogether handsome, I hope ? I am not at all sure 
that the majority of tho human raco have not been 
ugly, and even among those “ loids of their kind,” 
the British, squat figures, ill-shapen nostrils, and 
dingy complexions aro not slartling exceptions. Yet 
there is a gicat deal of family love amongst us. I 
have a friend or two whose flass of features is such 
that the Apollo curl on Oie summit of theii hiows 
would be decidedly trying ; yet to my ceitaiii know¬ 
ledge lender hearts have beaten for tlicm, and their 
miniatures — flattoiiiig, but still not lovely — are 
hissed in secret by motlierly lips. I have seen 
many an excellent matron, who could never in 
her best days have been handsome, and yet she had 
a packet of yellow love-letters in a private drawer, 
and sweet children showeicd kisses her ssalfow 
choilcB. And 1 believe tlicro have been plenty of 
young heroes, of middle stature and feeble beards, 
who have felt quite sure they coui.l never love 
anytliing more insignificant than a luana, and yet 
have found themselves in middle life happily settled 
with a wife who waddles. Yus I thank God; human 
feeling is like the mighty rivers that bless the ogrth: 
it does not wait for beauty—it flows with resistleas 
force and brings beauty with it. 
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All honour and reverence to the divine heanty (if 
form I Let us cultivate it to the utmost in meny 
women, and children—in our gardens and in our 
houses. But let ns love that other beauty too, 
which lies in no secret of proportion, but in the 
secret of deep human sympatliy. Faint us an angel, 
if you can, with a floating violet robe, and a fluse 
palo('i by the celestial light; paint us yet oftener a 
Maa^onna, turning her mild face upward and opening 
her arms to welcome the divine glory; but do not 
impobo on us any » ithotic lulus which shall banish 
fiom the region of Art those old women scraping 
carrots mth their work-worn hands, those heavy 
clowns tajldng holiday in a dingy pot-house, those 
rounded backH and stupid weather-beaten faces that 
have bent over the spade and done the rough work 
of the world—thos'e homes with their tin pans, thoir 
brown pitchers, their ruv^h curs, and their clusters 
of onions. In this world thvpre aro so many of those 


common coarse people, who^ have no picturesque 
sentimental wretchedness I It' is so needful we 
shpuld remember their existence, i^lso we may hap¬ 


pen lb leav^ th^m quite out of uui rcLgion and 
philosophy, and frame lofty theoiies v.lnch only 
fit a world of extremes. Theicforc let Art always 


remind us of them; therefore let uSj always have 
men ready to give the loving pains of a life to the 


feithful representing of oommonplacfj things—^men 
who see beauty in these cominonpl ace things, and 


ddlight in showing how kindly the 1 ight of heaven 
faUa on them. There are few prophets in the world; 
few sublimely beautiful women; fev/l heroes. I can’t 
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afford to give all my love and reverence to such 
raritieB: 1 want a great deal of those feelings for 
my everyday feUow-men, especially for the few in the 
foreground of the great multitude, whose faces I know, 
whose hands I touch, for whom I have to make way 
with kindly courtesy. Neither are picturesque lazza- 
roni or romantio criminals half so frequent as your 
common labourer, who gets his own bread, and eats 
it vulgarly but creditably with his own pocket-knife. 
It is more needful that I should have a fibre of sym¬ 
pathy connecting me with that vulgar citizen who 
weighs out my sugar in a vilely-assorted cravat and 
waistcoat, than with the handsomest rascal in red 
scarf and green feathers; — more needful that my 
heart should swell with loving admiialiun at some 
trait of gentle goodness in the faulty people who 
sit at the same hearth with me, or in the clergy¬ 
man of my own parish, w'ho is perhaps rather too 
corpulent, and in other respects is not an Oborliu 
or a Tillotson, than at the deeds of heroes whom I 
shall never know except by hearsay, or at the sub- 
limest abstract of all clerical graces that was ever 
conceived by an able novelist. • 

And BO I come back to Mr Irwine, with whom I 
desiro you to be in perfect charity, frr as he may be 
from satisfying your demands on the clerical char¬ 
acter. Perhaps you think he was not—as he ougld 
to have been—a living demonstration of the benefits 
attached to a national church ? But I am not sure of 
that; at least 1 know that the people in Broxtoi^ and 
Hayslope would have been veiy sorry to part with 
their clergyman, and that most fiatces brightened at 
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his approach; and until it can be proved that hatred 
is a hotter thing for the soul than love, 1 must be¬ 
lieve that Mr lrwine *0 influence in his parish was 
a more wholesome one than that of the zealous Mr 
Bydo, who came there twenty years afterwards, 
when Mr Jrwine had been gathered to his Others. 
It 18 true, Mr Hyde insisted strongly on the doo- 
trines of the Beformation, visited his flock a great 
deal in their own homes, and was severe in rebuking 
the aberrations of the flesh—put a stop, indeed, to 
the Gliristmas roi ids of the church singers, as pro¬ 
moting drunkenness, and too hght a handling of 
sacred things. But I gathered from Adam Bede, 
to whom 1 talked of these matters in his old age, 
that few clergymen could be less successflil in win¬ 
ning the hearts of their parishioners than Mr Bydo. 
They learned a great many notions about doctrine 
from him, so that almost every church-goer under 
fifty began to distingiiibh as well between the gen¬ 
uine gospel and what d^d not come precisely up to 
that Btandaid, as if ho had been bom and bred a 
Dissenter; and for some time after his arrival 

'*r 

there seemed* co be quite a religioiis moiement in 
that quiet rural district. ^‘But,” said Adem, “Fve 
seen pretty clear, over since I was a young nn, as 
religion’s something else besides notions. It isn’t 
notions sets people doing the right thing—it’s feel¬ 
ings. It’s the same with the notions in religion as 
it is with math’matics,—a man may be able to work 
prohi'emB straight off in’s head as he sits by the 
fire and smokes his pipe; but if lie has to make a 
machine oi a building, he must have a will and ^ 
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a resolution, and love something else better than 
his own easo. Somehow, the congregation began 
to &I1 off, and people began to speak light o’ Mr 
fiyde. I believe ho meant right at bottom; but, 
you see, he was souiish-tempored, and was for beat¬ 
ing down prices with the people as worked for him; 
and his preaching wouldn’t go down well with tliat 
sauce. And he wanted to be like iny lord judge i’ 
the parish, punishing folks for doing vTong; and 
he scolded ’em from the pulpit as if he'd been a 
Ranter, and yet he couldn't abide the Dissenters, 
and was a deal more set against ’em tlian Mr 
Irwine was. And then he didn’t keep within his 
income, for he seemed to think at first go-off that 
six hundred o-year was to make him as big a man 
as Mr Doimitbome: that’s a sore mischief I’ve often 
seen with the poor curatts juiiix)ing into a bit of a 
living all of a sudden. Mr Itydo was a deal thought 
on at a distance, 1 believe, and he wrote hooks; but 
as for math’maticB and the natur o’ things, he was 
as ignorant as a woman. He was ^ery knowing 
.about doctrines, and used to call ’em the bulwarks 
of the Eefonnation; but I’ve always misirustecTthat 
sort o’ learning as lojives folks foolisli and unreason¬ 
able about business. Now Mester liwine was as 
different as could bo: as quick I—he nnderslood 
what von meant in a minute; and he knew all 
about building, and noiild see when you’d made a 
good job. And ho behaved as much like a gentle¬ 
man to the farmers, and th* old women aiwl tlie 
labourers, as he did to the gentry. You never haw 
him interfering and scolding, and trying to play th’ 
VOL. L S 
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emperor. Ab 1 ho was a fine man as ever you set 
eyes on; and so kind to's mother and sisters. That 
poor sickly Miss Anne—^he seemed to think more of 
her than of anybody else in the world. There wasn’t 
a soul in Uie parish had a word to say against him; 
and his servants stayed witli him till they were so 
old and pottering, he had to hire other folks to do 
their work.” 

“Well,” I said, *^that was an excellent way of 
preaching in iho week-days; but I daresay, if your 
old friend Mr Irwi le wore to come to life again, and 
get into the pulpit next Sunday, you would be rather 
ashamed that ho didn’t preach better after aU your 
praise of him.” 

** Nay, nay,” said Adam, broadening his chest and 
throwing himself back in his chair, as if he were 
ready to meet all inferences, '^nobody has ever 
heard mo say Mr Irwiue was much of a preacher. 
He didn’t go into deep speritial experience; and 
1 know there’s a deal in a man’s inward life as you 
can’t measure by the square, and say, ^ Do this and 
that ’ll follow,’ and, ^Do that and this ’ll foUow.’. 
There's things go on in the soul, aud times when 
feelings come into you like a n'shing migl ‘y wind, 
as the Scripture says, and puefc your life in two 
a’most, so as you look back on yourself as if you 
was somebody else. Those are things as you can’t 
bottle up in a ^ do this' and ^ do that; ’ and I’ll go 
so far with the strongest Methodist ever you’ll find. 
That shows me there’s deep speritial things in 
religion. Too can’t make much out wi’ talking 
about it, but you feel it. Mr Irwine didn’t go into 
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those things: he preached short moral sermons, and 
that was all. But then he acted pretty much up 
to what he said; he didn’t set up for being so dif¬ 
ferent fi*om other folks one day, and then be as like 
’em as two peas the next And ho made folks love 
him and respect him, and that was better nor stirring 
up their gall wi* being over-busy. Mrs Poyser used 
to say—you know she would lia^e her woid about 
everything — she said, Mr liwino was like a good 
meal o' victual, you weie the bettor for him without 
thinking on it, and Mr R}do was like a dose o* 
physic, he gripped you and worreted you, and after 
all he left you miit h the same.” 

“But didn’t Mr Rydo pi each a great deal moro 
about that spiritual part of religion that you talk 
o^ Adam? Couldn’t you get more out of his ser¬ 
mons than out of Mi Irwiiie's?” 

“ Eh, I knowna. Ho preached a deal about doc¬ 
trines. But I've seen pretty clear ever since I was 
a young un, as religion’s sometliing else besides 
dootiiues and notions. I look at it as if the doc¬ 
trines was like finding names for your feeling^ so 
as you can talk of ’em when you’ve never known 
’em, just as a man may talk o’ tools when he knows 
their names, though he’s never so mut h as seen ’em, 
still less handled ’em. I’ve hoard a dt'al o’ doctrine 
i’ my time, for I used to go after the Dissenting 
preachers along wi’ Suth, when I was a lad o’ seven¬ 
teen, and got puzzling myself a deal about th’ Ar- 
minians and the Calvinists. The Wesleyanyou 
know, are strong Arminians; and Seth, who could 
never abide anything harsh, and was always for 
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Loping the best, held fast by the Wesleyans.from 
tlio very first; bnt I thought I could pick a hole or 
two in their notions, and 1 got disputing one o’ 
the class leaders down at Treddlos’on, anil harassed 
him so, first o’ tliis side and then o’ tliat, till at last 
he 8.1 id, ‘Young man, it’s the devil making use o* 
your pride and oonccit as a weapon to war against 
tlie simplicity o’ tlio truth.’ I couldn’t help laugh¬ 
ing thru, but as I was going home, T tliought the 
man wasn’t iar \Tong. I began to see as all this 
weighing and st ling what this text moans and 
that text moans, and wliellior folks are saved all by 
God’s grace, or whether there goes an ounce o* their 
own will lo’t, was no part o’ real religion at aU. 
You may talk o’ those things for hours on end, and 
you’ll only bo all tlie more coxy and conceited for’t. 
So I took to going nowhere but to church, and hear¬ 
ing nobody but Mr Irwiue, for he said nothing but 
what was good, and v hat you’d be the wiser for 
remembering. And I ibtmd it bettor for my soul 
to be humble before tho mystorios o’ God’s dealings, 
aigl not be mnkiug a clatter oboiit what I could 
never understand. And tlioy’re poor foo’ish ques¬ 
tions after all; fr>r what have we got eili or inside 
or outside of us but what comes from God? If 
we’ve got a resolution to do riglit, fie gave it us, I 
reckon, first or last; but I see plain enough we shall 
never do it without a resolution, and that's enough 
for me.” 

' Adam, you perceive, was a warm admirer, perhaps 
a partial judge, of Mr Irwine, as, happily, some of' 
us still are of the people we have known familiarly. , 
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Donbtloss it will be despised as a weakness by that 
lofty order of minds who pant after the ideal, and are 
oppressed by a general sense that their emotions are 
of too exquisite a cliaracter to find fit objects among 
their everyday fellow-men. I have often boon fa¬ 
voured with the confidence of these select natures, 
and find them concur in the exporionce that great 
men are over-estimated and small men are insup¬ 
portable ; that if you would love a woman without 
ever looking back on your love as a folly, she must 
die while you are courting her; and if you would 
maintain the slightest belief in human heroism, you 
must never make a pilgrimage to see the hero. 1 
confess I have often meanly shrunk from confessing 
to these accomplished and at'ute gontloinon what 
my own experience has been. I am afraid 1 have 
often smiled with hypocritical assent, and gratified 
them with an epigram on the fleeting nature of our 
illusions, which any one moderately acquainted with 
French literature can command at a moment’s notice. 
Human converse, I think some wise man lias re¬ 
marked, is not rigidly sinceie. But J herewith dis¬ 
charge my cons('ience, and declare, that I liavo had 
quite enthusiastio movements of admiration toivards 
old gentlemen who spoke the worst English, who 
were occasionally fretful in their ten per, and wlic 
had no\or moved in a higher sphere of influence 
tlian that of parish overseer; and that the way in 
which I liave come to the conclusion that human 
nature is lovable—the way I have Icamt some^ing 
of its deep pathos, its sublime mysteries—lifts b«pn 
by living a great deal among people more or leas 
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commonplace and vulgar, of whom yon would per¬ 
haps hear nothing very surprising if you were to 
inquire about them in the neighbourhoods where 
they dwelt. Ten to one most of the small shop¬ 
keepers in their vicinity saw nothing at all in them. 
For 1 have observed this remarkable coincidence, 
that the select natures who pant after the ideal, and 
find no tiling in pantaloons or petticoats great enough 
to command their reverence and love, are curiously 
in unison with Ihe narrowest and pettiest. For ex¬ 
ample, I have olbCn heard Mr Gcdge, tlie landlord 
of the Boyal Oak, who used to turn a bloodshot eye 
on his neighbours in the village of Shepporton, sum 
up his opinion of the people in his own parish—and 
they were all the people he knew—in these em¬ 
phatic words: “ Ay, sir, I’ve said it often, and I’ll 
say it again, they’re a poor lot i’ this parish—a poor 
lot, sir, big and little.” I think ho had a dim idea 
that if he could mig/ate to a distant parish, he 
might find neighbours worthy of him; and indeed 
he did subsequently transfer himself to the Sara- 
cenfs Head, which was doing a tlniving business in 
the back street of a neighbonring market-town. But, 
oddly enough, he has found tlio people up that back 
street of precisely the same st uup as the innabitants 
of Shepperton—a poor lot, sir, big and little, and 
them as comes for a go o’ gin are no better than 
them as comes for a pint o’ twopenny—a poor lot*** 
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CHAPTER XVI[I. 

CHURCH. 

“Hetty, Hetty, don’t yon know chnroli begins at 
two, and it’s gone half after one a’ready ? Have you 
got nothing better to think on this good Sunday, as 
poor old Thias Bede’s to he put into the ground, and 
him drownded i’ tli’ dead o’ the night, as it’s enough 
to make one’s back run cold, but you must bo ’dizen- 
ing yourself as if there was a wedding istid of a 
funeral ? ” 

“Well, aunt," said Hetty, “I can’t be ready so 
soon as everybody else, wlien I’ve got Totty's things 
to put on. And I’d ever such work to make her 
stand still." 

Hetty was coming down-stairs, and Mrs Poyser, 
in her plain bonnet and shawl, was standing below. 
If ever a girl looked as if she had been made of 
roses, that girl was Hetty in her Sunday hat and 
frock. For her hat was trimmed with pink, and her 
fi'ock had pink spots, sprinkled on a white ground. 
There was nothing but pink and white about her, 
except in her dark hair and eyes and her little 
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buckled shoes. Mrs Poyser was provoked at her¬ 
self, for she could hardly keep from smiling, as any 
mortal is inclined to do at tiie sight of pretty round 
things. So she turned without speaking, and joined 
the group outside the house door, followed by Hetty, 
whose heart was fluttering so at the thought of some 
one she expected to see at church, that she hardly 
felt the i^und she trod on. 

And now the little procession sot off. Mr Poyser 
was in his Sunda v suit of drab, with a red-and-green 
waistcoat, and a ^reen watch-ribbon having a large 
cornelian seal attached, pendant like a plumb-line 
from that promontory where his watoh-pocket was 
situated; a silk handkerchief of a yellow tone round 
his nock; and excellent grey ribbed stockingB, 
knitted by Mrs Foyser’s own liand, setting off the 
proportions of his leg. Mr Poyser had no reason to 
be ashamed of liis leg, and suspected that the grow¬ 
ing abuse of top-boots and other fashions tending 
to disguise the nether limbs, had their oiigin in a 
pitiable degeneracy of the human calf. Still less 
had lie reatton to be ashamed of his roimd jolly face, 
which was good-humour itself as lie said, *‘Come, 
Hetty—cf>me, little uns!” and iriving his a»m to his 
wife, led tlie way through the causeway gate into 
the yaid. 

The “little uns" addressed were Marty and Tommy, 
boys of nine and seven, in little histian tailed coats 
and knee-brooches, relieved by rosy cheeks and 
black S^yes; looking as much like their father as a 
very small eh^phant is like a very large one. Hetty 
walked between them, and behind came patient 
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Molly, whose task it was to carry Totiy thronfrh the 
yard, and over all the wet places on tlie road; for 
Totty, having speedily recovered from her threatened 
fever, had insisted on going to church to-day, and 
especially on wearing her red-and-black necklace 
outside her tippet. And tliere were many wet 
places for her to be carried over this afternoon, for 
there had been heavy showers in the morning, 
though now the clouds had rolled off and lay in 
towering silvery masses on the horizon. 

Yon might have known it was Sunday if you had 
only waked up in the farmyard. The cocks and 
hens seemed to know it, and made only crormmg 
subdued noises; the very bull - dog looked less 
savage, as if he would liave been s.iiisf]ed with a 
smaller bite tlian usual. The sunsliine seemed to 
call all things to rest and not to labour; it was 
asleej) itself on the moss-grown cow-bhed; on the 
group of white ducks nestling together with their 
bills tucked under their wings; on the old blai'k 
BOW stretched languidly on the straw, while her 
largest young one found an excellent spring-bo;I on 
his mother’s fat ribs; on Alick, the sheplierd, in liis 
new smock-frock, taking an uneasy siesta, half-bit- 
ting half-standing on the granary s^( ps. Alick was 
of opinion that church, hko other 1 ixurics, was not 
to be indulged in often by a foreman who had the 
weather and the ewes on his mind, “ Church I nay— 
Tn gotten summat else to tliink on,” was an answer 
which he often uttered in a tone of bitter signl^CDiice 
that silenced further question. I feel sure ^lick 
meant no iireverenco; indeed, 1 know that his mind 
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was not of a speoulativOi negative cast, and he 
would on no account have missed going to church 
on Christmas Day, Easter Sunday, and Whissun- 
tide.” But he had a general impression that public 
worship and religious ceremonies, like other non-pro* 
ductivo employments, were intended for people who 
had leisure. 

There's father a-standing at the yard-gate," said 
Martin Foyser. “I reckon he wants to watch us 
down the field. TVs wonderful what sight he has, 
and him turned sjvonty-five." 

“ Ah, I often think it's wi' th' old folks as it is wi' 
the babbies,” said Mrs Poysor; “they’re satisfied 
wi' looking, no matter what they’re looking at. It’s 
God A’mighty’s way o’ quietening ’em, I reckon, 
afore they go to sleep.” 

Old Martin opened the gate as he saw the family 
procession approaching, and held it wide open, lean¬ 
ing on his stick—pleased to do this bit of work; 
for, like all old men whoso life has been spent in 
labour, he liked to feel that he was still useful— 
tha^there was a better crop of onion-i in the gulden 
because he was by at the sowing—and that (he cows 
would be milked the better if lio stayed at Jiome on 
a Sunday aftomoon to look on. He always went to 
church on Sacrament Sundays, but not very regularly 
at other times; on wet Sundays, or whenever he had 
a touch of rheumatism, he used to read the three first 
chapters of Genesis instead. 

“They’ll ha' putten Thias Bode i* the ground 
afore ye got tn the churohyord,” he said, as his son 
came up« “ It *ud ha' been better luck if they'd ha’ 
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buried him i’ the forenoon when the rain was failin’; 
there’s no likelihoods of a drop now; an' the moon 
lies like a boat there, dost see ? That’s a sure sign 
o’ &ir weather—^there's a many as is false, but that’s 
sure.’' 

“Ay, ay,” said the son, “I’m in hopes it’ll hold 
up now.” 

“ Mind what tho parson says, mind what the par¬ 
son says, my lads,” said Grandfather to the black- 
eyed youngsters in knee-broeohes, conscious of a 
marble or two in their pockets, which they looked for¬ 
ward to handling a little, secretly, during the sermon. 

“Dood-by, dandad,” said Totty. “Mo doin to 
church. Mo dot my uotlace on. Dive me a pep¬ 
permint.” 

Grandad, shaking witli laughter at this “deep 
little wench,” slowly transferred his stick to his left 
hand, whicli held the gate open, and slowly thrust his 
finger into the waistcoat-pocket on which Totty had 
fixed her eyes with a confident look of expectation. 

And when they were all gone, the old man leaned 
on the gate again, watcliiiig then^ across the Jane 
along the Home Close, and through the far gate, till 
they disappeared behind a bend in tlie hedge. For 
the hedgerows in those days shut o'lt one’s view, 
even on the better-managed farms; and this after¬ 
noon, the dog-roses were tossing out their pink 
wreaths, the nightshade was in its yellow and purple 
glory, the pale honeysuckle grew out of reach, peep¬ 
ing high up out of a holly bush, and over all an ar>b 
or a sycamore every now and then threw its Bhad\)w 
across the path. 
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There were acquaintances at otiher gates who had 
to move aside and let them pass: at the gate of the 
Homo Close there was half the daily of cows stand¬ 
ing one behind the oilier, extremely slow to under¬ 
stand that their large bodies might be in the way; 
at the far gate tliere was the mare holding her head 
over the bars, and beside her the liver-coloured foal 
with its head towards its mother’s flank, apparently 
still much embarrat-sed by its own straddling exist¬ 
ence. The way lo, entirely tliiougli Mr Poyser’s 
own fields till they reached the main road leading 
to the village, and he turned a keen eye on the stock 
and the oiops as tliey wont along, while Mrs Poyser 
was ready to supply a running conimentaiy on them 
alL The woman who manages a dairy has a large 
share in making the rent, so she may well he allowed 
to liave her opinion on ^tock and their “keep”—an 
exercise which strengtlu'us her understanding so 
much that she fmds hersolf able to give her husband 
advice on most other subjects. 

“Tliere’s that short-homed Sally,” she said, as 
thej^ntered tl^^ Home Close, and sh'* ^^aught sight 
of the meek beast tliat lay chewing the cud end lookr 
ing at her with a sleepy eye. “ I begin to hate the 
sight o* the cow { and I say now what 1 said three 
weeks ago, the sooner we get rid of her the better, for 
there’s that little yaUow cow as doesn’t give half the 
milk, and yet Pve twice as much butter from her.” 

Why, tliee’i not like the women in general,” said 
Mr Poyser; “ they like the short-lioms, as give such 
a lot o’ milk. There’s Chowno’s wife wants liim to 
buy no other sort.” 
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" Wliat’s it sinnify wliat Chpwne’s wife likes ?— a 
poor soft thing, wi’ no more head-piece nor a sparrow. 
She’d take a big cullender to strain her lard wi', and 
then wonder as the scratchms run through. I've 
seen enough of her to know as I’ll niver take a 
servant from her house again—all huggei-mugger— 
and you'd nivor know, when jou wont in, whelhor it 
was Monday or Friday, the wash draggin' on to th* 
end o’ Ilje week; and as for her cheese, 1 know well 
enough it rose like a loaf in a tin last year. And 
then she talks o’ the weather bein’ i’ fault, as there’s 
folks ’lid stand on their heads and then say the fault 
was i’ tlieir boots.” 

“Well, Chowne’s been wanting to buy Sally, so 
wo can get rid of her if tJioe Jik’st,” said Mi Poyser, 
secretly proud of his wife’s superior power of putting 
two and two together; indeed, on recent market- 
days he had more tlian once boabted of her discein- 
meut in this very matter of short-horns. 

“Ay, th(*m us choose a soft for a wife may’s well 
buy up the short-homs, for if you get your head 
stuck in a hog your legs may’s well go aft^r it. 
Ell I talk o’ legs, there’s legs for you,” Mis Poyser 
continued, as Totty, who had been set down now 
the road was dry, toddled on in frunt of her father 
and mother. “ There’s sliapos 1 Aii’ she’s got such 
a long foot, she’ll bo her father’s own child.” 

“ Ay, she'll be wolly such a one as Hotly i' ten years’ 
time, on’y she’s got thy coloured eyes. I niver re¬ 
member a blue eye i’ my family; my motflbr liad 
©yes as black as sloes, just like Hctty*«.” 

“The child 'ull bo none the worse for having 
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snmmat as isn’t lik(} Hetty. An’ I’m none for Lay¬ 
ing her BO over pretty. Though for the matter o’ 
that, there’s people wi’ light hair an’ blue eyes as 
pretty as them \vi’ black. If Dinah had got a bit o’ 
colour in her cheeks, an’ didn’t stick that Methodist 
?ap on her head, enough to frighten the cows, folks 
’ud think her as pretty as Hetty.” 

^'Nay, nay,” said Mr Poyser, with rather a con¬ 
temptuous emphasis, ^^tliee dostna know the pints 
of a woman. The men ’ud uivor run after Dinah as 
they would after Hetty.” 

“What care I what the men ’ud run after? It’s 
well seen what choice the most of ’em know how to 
make, by tlie poor draggle-tails o* wives you see, 
like bits o’ gauze ribbin, good for nothing when Uio 
colour’s gone.” 

“Well, well, thee canstna say but what I knowed 
how to make a choice when 1 married thee,” said Mr 
Poyser, who usually settled little conjugal disputes 
by a compliment of this sort; “ and thee wast twice 
as buxom as Dinah ten year ago.” 

“^niver said^as a woman had to bo ugly to 
make a good missis of a house. There’s t’bowne’s 
wife ugly enough to turn the irilk an’ save the ren¬ 
net, but she’ll niver save nothing any other way. 
Blit as for Dinah, poor child, she’s niver likely to be 
buxom as long as she’ll make her dinner o’ cake and 
water, for the sake o’ giving to them as want. She 
provoked me past bearing sometimes; and, as I told 
her, slie went clean again’ the Scriptur*, for that says, 
*Lov6 your neighbour as yourself;’ * but,’ I said, 

‘ if you loved your neighbour no better nor you do 
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yourself, Dinah, it*B little enough you’d do for him. 
You’d be thinking he might do well enough on a 
half-empty stomach.’ Eh, I wonder where she is 
this bloBSod Sunday!—sitting by that sick woman, 
I daresay, as she’d set hor heart on going to all of 
a sudden.” 

‘^Ah, it was a pity she should take such megrims 
into her head, when she might ha' stayed wi' us ah 
summer, and eaten twice as much as she wanted, 
and it 'ud nivor ha’ been missed. She made no odds 
in th’ house at all, for she sat as still at her sewing 
as a bird on the nest, and was uncommon nimble at 
running to fetch anything. If Hetty gets maiiied, 
theed’st like to ha’ Dinah wi’ thee constant.” 

“ It’s no use thinking o’ tliat,” said Mrs Poyser. 
“ You might as well beckon to the flying swallow, 
as ask Diuali to come an’ live hero comfortable, like 
other folks. Tf anything could turn her, I should 
ha' turned hor, for I've talked to her for a hour on 
end, and scolded hor too; for she’s my own sister’s 
child, and it beliovep. me to do what I can for her. 
But eh, poor thing, as soon as she’d said us ‘good-bye,* 
an’ got into the cart, an’ looked back at mo witli her 
pale hice, as is welly like hor aunt Judith come back 
from heaven, I begun to be frightened to think o' 
the set-downs I'd given her; for it ci >mos over you 
sometimes as if she’d a way o’ knowing the rights o’ 
things more nor other folks liavo. But I’ll niver 
give in as that's 'cause she’s a MethodiH+, no more 
nor a white calf's wliite ’cause it oats out o’ tli^sairo 
bucket wi’ a black un.” 

*'Nay/’ said Mr Foyser, with as near an approach 
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to a snarl as his good-nature would allow; Tn no 
opinion o’ tho Mothodists. It’s on’y tradesfolks as 
turn Methodists; you niver knew a &rmer bitten wi’ 
them maggots. There’s maybe a workman now an’ 
then, as isn’t over clever at’s work, takes to preach¬ 
in’ an’ that, like Seth Bede. But you see Adam, as 
has got one o’ the best head-pieces hereabout, knows 
better; he’s a good Churchman, else I'd never en¬ 
courage him for a sweetheart for Hetty.” 

“ Why, goudiii ss me,” said Mrs Poyser, who had 
looked back whilu her husband was speaking, look 
whore Molly is with them lads I They’re the field’s 
length behind us. How could you let ’em do so, 
Hetty? Anybody might as well sot a pictur to 
watch the children as you. Bun back and tell ’em 
to come on.” 

Mr and Mrs Poyser were now at the end of the 
second field, so they sfjt Totty on the top of one of 
tho large stones forming the true Loamshire stile, 
and awaited the loiterers ; Totty observing with com¬ 
placency, “Dcy naughty, naughty boys—mo dood.” 

The fact was that this Sunday walk through tho 
fields was fraught with great oxcilemoni to Marty 
and Tommy, who saw a per|«tual drama going on 
in the hedgerows, and could no more refrain from 
stopping and peeping than if they had been a couple 
of spaniels or terriers. Marty was quite sure ho saw 
a yollowhammer on the boiiglis of the great ash, and 
while he was peeping, he missed the sight of a 
whit4-throated stoat, which had nm across the path 
and was d» >oribed with much fervour by tho junior 
Tommy. Then there was a little greenfinch, just 
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fledged, fluttering along tlio ground, and it seemed 
quite possible to catch it, till it managed to flutU'r 
under the blackberry bush. Hetty could not bo got 
to give any heed to tliese things, so Molly was call(‘d 
on for her ready sympathy, and peeped with ojwm 
mouth wherever she was told, and said ** Lawks 1" 
whenever she was expected to wonder. 

MoUy hastened on with some alarm when Hetty 
had come back and called to them that her aunt was 
angry; but Marty ran on first, shouting, “ We've 
found the speckled turkey's nest, niolhtu'! ” with the 
instinctive confidence that 2 >e(>ple who bring good 
news are never in Cxult. 

“Ah,” said Mrs Foysor, really forg»‘tting all dis¬ 
cipline in this pleaStint surpnso, “ that’s a good lad; 
why, whore is it ? ” 

“ Down in ever such a hole, under the h('dge. I 
saw it first, looking after the gi'ccnfinch, and she sat 
on th' nest.'* 

“ You didn’t fiightcn hei, I hope,” said the mother, 
“else she’ll fttrsake i1.” 

“ No, 1 went away as still as stilly and whispered 
to Molly—didn’t I, Molly?” 

“Well, well, now come on,” said Mrs Poyser, 
** and walk before father and mother, lud take your 
little sister by the Iiond. Wo must straiglit on 
now. Uood boys don't look after the birds of a 
Sunday.” 

“ But, mother,” said Marty, you said you'd give 
half-a-erown to find the sjieekled turkey’s nest. 
Mayn’t I have the half-crown jmt into luy nionoy- 
box?” 
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“ WoT] see about that, my lad, if you walk along 
now, like a good boy.’* 

Tho fatlier and motlior exchanged a flignificant 
glance of amusement at tlieir oldcst-bom’s ocutenesB; 
but on Tommy's round face there was a cloud. 

“ Mother,” he said, half crying, “ Marty’s got ever 
so muuh more money in his box iior I’ve got in 
mine.” 

“Miinny, me want haif-a-loun in my botfi,” said 
Tolty. 

“Hu««h, hush, hush,” said Mrs Poysor, **did ever 
anybody hear such naughty children ? Kohody shall 
ever see their money-boxes any more, if they don’t 
make hasto and go on to church,” 

This dreadful threat had tlie desired cfTeel, and 
through tho two remaining fields the three pair of 
small legs trotted on without any serious interrup¬ 
tion, uotwithstaudiiig a small pond fiill of tadpoles 
alias “ bullheads,” which tho lads looked at wistfully. 

The damp hay that must bo scattered and turned 
afresh to-morrow was not a chooring sight tti Mr 
Poysor, who during hay and corn harvest had often 
some menial struggles as to the bonefits of a day of 
rest; but no temptation wredd have induced him to 
carry on any field-work, however early in tho morn¬ 
ing, on a Sunday ; fr»r had not Mieliael Holdsworth 
had a pair of oxen “ sweltered ” while he was plough' 
ing on Good Friday? That was a domonstnitiun 
that work on sacred days was a wicked thing; and 
with wickedness of any sort Martin Poyser was quite* 
clear that be would have nothing to do, since money 
got by Biioli means would never prosper. 
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“It almost mates yoiir fingers itch to bo at tho 
hay now tho sun ehinos so," ho observed, as they 
passed through tho “ Big Meadow.” “ But it’s pooi 
foolishness to tiiink o’ saving by going against your 
conscionco. There’s that Jim Wakefield, as they used 
to call ^ Gentleman Wakefield,’ used to do tho samo 
of a Sunday as o’ week-days, and took no heed to 
right or wi^ong, as if there was nayther God nor devil. 
An’ wliat’s ho come to? Wliy, I saw liini myself 
last maikct-day ivearrying a basket wi' oranges in’t.” 

“All, to bo sure,” said Mrs l*(»yser, emphatically, 
“you make but a poor trap to catch luck if you go 
and l>ait it wi’ wickedness. ’JTie money .ns is got bo’s 
lik(*, to burn holes i' your ]iocket. TV] nivor wish us 
to leave our lads a Hixpenco but whal uas got i’ tho 
rightful way. Ami as fin- the w'cather, there’s Oiio 
above makes it, and we inust put up wi’l: it’s noth¬ 
ing of a plague to what the wenches are.” 

Notwithstanding tho inlcnuptioii in their walk, 
the excellent habit which Mrs Poyncr’s clock had 
of taking time by tlie forelock, had secured their 
arrival at the villagr) wdiile it was still a cpiartcT to 
tv/o, though ahnost every ono who meant to go to 
churcli was already within tlio churcJiyard gates. 
Tliose who stayed at home were chii rly mothers, liko 
Timothy’s Bess, who Ptood at her ( a h door imrfling 
hor baby, and feeling as women fool in that position 
—tliat nothing else can be expected of them. 

It was not entirely to soo Thias Borhi’s funeral 
that the people were standing about tho churT’h^ard 
80 long before servico began •, that was theli * or.'iuon 
practice. Tlie women, iiuleed, usually entered the 
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chnroTi at once, and the farmors* wives talked in an 
undertone to each otlior, over the tall pews, about 
their illnesses and the total failure of doctor’s stuIT, 
recommending dandelion-tea, and other home-made 
specifics, as far preferable—alxrat the servants, and 
there growing exorbitance as to wages, whoieas the 
quality of their services declined from year to year, 
and there was no girl nowadays to be trusted any 
furthei than jou could see her—about the bad price 
Mr Dingall, tin Treddleston grocer, was giving for 
butter, and the loasonable doubts that might be held 
as to his solvency, notuitlistaiiding that Mrs Dingall 
was a flOTisiblo woman, and ihoy were all sorry for 
Aer, for she had very good kin. Meantime the men 
lingered outside, and hardly any of them excopt the 
singers, who had a humming and fiagmentary re¬ 
hearsal to go through, enteied the chuioh until Mr 
Irwino was in the d< sk. Tliey saw no reason for 
that premature entiauco,—what could they do in 
church, if they were there before service began ?— 
and they did not conceive that any power in the 
universe could take it ill of thf‘m they .jtayod out 
and talked a littfe about " bus’uess.” 

Chad Oranago looks like qu'te a now arr|uaiii1 since 
to-day, for ho has got his chin Sunday face, which 
always makes bis little granddaughter cry at him 
as a stranger. But an experiences! eye would have 
fixed on him at once as the village blacksmith, oiler 
seeing tlie humble deference with which the big 
saucy fellow took off his hat and ctroked his hair to 
the farmers *, for Chad was acenstomosl to say that a 
working man must hold a candle to-a personage 
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understood to bo as MaoV as^bo was Limsolf on 
weok-days j by which ovil-Bouiidiiig nil© of conduct 
he meant wliat was, after all, ratlu'r virliious than 
otherwise, iiaiuoly, that men who had liorses to bo 
shod must b(3 treated with rcHi>ect. C’liad and the 
rouglier sort of wiu-kincn kept aloof from the grave 
under the w'hito tljorii, whero iho huiia,] was going 
forward; but Sandy Jim, and so\©ml of the fami- 
labourcns, mado a group round it, and stood with 
thoir hats oOj as fellow-niouniers with the mother 
and sons. Others ht‘Id a midway position, sonic- 
iiiiies watching the group at the grave, sonietimes 
Usteiiing to tlio cornersatiori of the farmers, who 
stood ill a knot near tho church door, and were now 
joined by Mai tin J’oyscr, wlnlo Ins family passed 
into the chiiuli. On tho outside <»f tliis knot stood 
Mr Caason, the landlord of flie UtMinithonie Arms, in 
his most sinking .ilLitndo tluit is to Kiy, witli tlie 
forelingor of his right liand tlirnst hot ween tho 
JiuitoTis of bih waistoc»aL, Ins left hand in his brecchos- 
iM'okct, and his lieiid very much on one side; look¬ 
ing, on th<3 wliol(3, like an actor who has oidy a 
iK*.t*osyllal)ie intiiistod to him, but feels sure 

that tho audit nee discern his litrn‘K« for the loading 
bus moss ; cui’ionsly in contrast wil I old pJonathari 
lJurgo, who held his hands behind uim, and loaned 
forward coughing asthmatically, with an inward scorn 
of all knowingness that could not bo turned into 
cash. I'lie tails was in ratlier a lower ton ' than iisnal 
to-day, hushed a little by tho semid of Mr frwino'a 
voice reading tho final prayers of the bu'i.d-seivice. 
They had all had their word of pity for poor Thias, 
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out now thoy )iad i^ot upon tho nearer subject ol 
tlieir own grii'vaiicoH against Satcliell, tbe Squire’s 
bailifYj wiio played the part of steward so £ir as it 
was n<jt perfoiined by old Mr Donnitliome himself, 
fur that genilomaii had the meanness to receive his 
own r(‘nts and make bargains about his own timber. 
Tin's HTd)jeet of conversation was an additional reason 
for not being loud, since Sat\*hellhiinrieH’might pres¬ 
ently bo walking up tho paved road to tho church 
door. And soo they Ijoeanio suddenly silent; for 
Mr Irwiim’s voice had teased, and tho group round 
tho white thorn was dispoi>>ing itself towards the 
chui’edi. 

They all moved aside, and stood with tlu‘ir hats 
off, while Mr Irwine ]Kissed. Adam and Seth were 
coming next, willi their mother between them; for 
Josliua Kami officiated as head sexton as well as 
clerk, and was not yet ready to follow tlie rector into 
the vestry. But theie was a pause Ixffort' the throe 
uiournciri came on: IJi^betl» had tamed round ta 
look again tow.iids the grave 1 Ah! there was noth¬ 
ing now blit the brown ear'll muter the white thorn. 
Yet she cried less to-day than she had done any day 
since her husband’s death: M oug with all her grief 
there was mixed an unusual simse of her own import¬ 
ance in having a “ burial,” and in Mi Irwine’s read¬ 
ing a special service for her hnsband; and besides, 
she knew tbo funeral psalm was going to be sung 
for him. She folt this oonntor-excitement to her 
sorrow still more strongly as she walked with hor 
sons toward*- the church door, and saw tho friendly 
sympathetic nods of their fellow-parisliioncrs. 
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The inotlxor and sons passed into the ohurcli, and 
one by one the loiterers follow/$d, though some still 
lingered without; the siglit of Mr Doiiiiitliome’s 
carriage, which was winding slowly up the hill, per¬ 
haps helping to make them feel tliat tliere was no 
need for haste. 

But presently the sound of the bassoon and the 
key-bugles burst lurth; the evening Jiynm, which 
always opened the service, had bv'giiu, and every ono 
must now outer and take his place. 

I cannot say that the interior i)f Hay slope Chinch 
was remarkable for anything except for the grey ago 
of ils oaken pews— great square pews mostly, ranged 
on each side of a narrow aisle. It was free, indeed, 
from the inoderu blemish of gallerit'S. 7^iie clioir 
had two udrtow pews to tlnuuselves in tJie middle 
of tlie right-hand row, so that it was a short process 
for Joshua Kaiin to hike ins place among them as 
principal bass, and return to his desk alter the sing 
ing was over. 'J'he pulpit and desk, grey and old 
as the pews, stood on <»no side of tlio aich loading 
into the eliancel, which also had its grey scpiaro pews 
for Mr Donuithome's family and^soivants. Yet I 
assure you tliose grey pews, with tlie bu/T-washed 
walls, gave a very pleasing tone to iliis shabby in¬ 
terior, and agreed extremely well with tlie ruddy 
&ces and bright waistcoats. And there were liberal 
touches of crimson toward the chancel, for the puljiit 
and Mr Donuithome's own pow had lioudsomo 
crimson cloth cushions; and, to close the vista, 
there was a crimson altar-cloth, embroidered with 
golden rays by Miss Lydia’s own huiid. 
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But even without the crimson cloth, the effect 
must have been wanii and cheering when Mr Irwine 
was in the desk, looking benignly round on that 
simple congregation—on tli^ hardy old men, with 
bent knees and hhoulders, perhaps, but witli vigour 
left ftir much hedge-clipping and thatching; on the 
uill stalwart frames and roughly-cut bronzed faces 
of the stone-cutters and carpenters; on the half- 
dozen widl-to-do farmers, with their apple-cheeked 
families ; and on the cleaTi (»1d women, mostly farm- 
labourers’ wives, V th their bit of snow-white cap- 
border unJor their black boniuds, and with their 
withered anus, bare from the elbow, folded passively 
over their chests. For none of the old people hold 
books—why should they? not one of thorn could 
road. But they know a few “ good words ” by heart, 
and T.tieir withered lips now and then moved silently, 
following tlie service without any voiy clear compre¬ 
hension indeed, but with a simple faith in ifs efficacy 
to ward off harm and bring blessing. And now all 
faces were visible, for all were standing up—tbo 
little children on the seats poe])ing over the edge 
of the grey pews*, while good BisliOj* ivt'n’s evening 
hymn was being sung to one (^f those livcl; psalm- 
tunes which died out with the last generation of 
rectors and choral parish-cicrks. Melodies dii out, 
like the pipe of Fan, with the cars tliat love them 
and listen for them. Adam was not in his usual 
place among the singers to-day for he sat with his 
mother<.»nd Soth, and lie notieiHl with surprise that 
Bartle Massey was absent too: all tlie more agree* 
able for Mr Joshua Bann, who gave out his boss 
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notoB with tuitisiial complacoii^, and throw an oxti a 
ray of severity into the glances he sunt over his 
spooiacles at the recusant Will Maskoiy. 

I beseech you to imagine Mr Ir>vine looking round 
on this scene, in his ample white surpHco, that be¬ 
came him BO well, with his j>ow(lored hair thrown 
back, his rich brown coiuploxion, and his finely-cut 
nostril and upper lip; for there was a certain vij tiio 
in that benignant yet keen eonntonance, as there is 
in aU human faces from whicli a generous soul beams 
out. And over all streamed the delicious June sun¬ 
shine through the old windows, wilh their desultory 
patches of yellow, red, and blue, that threw pleasant 
touches of colour on the o])posite wall. 

I think, as Mr Irwinu looked nuind to-day, his 
eyes rested iiu instant longer thiin usual on the 
square pew ocjcupiod by Martin Poyser and his 
family. And there was another pair of dark oyes 
that found it impossible not to wander thither, and 
rest on that round pink-and-white figure. But Iletty 
was at that moment quite careless of any glances— 
she was absorbed in the thought that Arthui Doimi- 
fliorne would soon be coming int(5 church, for the 
carriage must surely be at tlie church gate by this 
time. She had never seen him since she parted 
with him in the wood on Thursday evening, and oh! 
how long the time had seemed! T’jings had gone 
on just tlie same as over sinco that evening; the 
wonders that had happened then had brought no 
changes after tlicm ; tJiey were alrc'ady like ifdroam. 
When she heard the church door swinging, licr heart 
beat BO, she dared not look up. She felt, tliul her 
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aunt was curtRyini^; she curtsied hersoltl That 
must bo old Mr Doiniithnme—ho always came first, 
tho wrinklod sniiill old man, peering round with 
short-siglitcd glances at tho bowing and curtsying 
eongregatioD; then she knew Miss L^dia was pass¬ 
ing, and though Hetty liked so much to look at her 
fashionable little coal-scuttle Ixmnet, with the wreath 
of small roses round it, she didn’t mind it to-day. 
But there were no more curtsies—no, lie was not 
coino; she felt here tlieio was liothiiig else passing 
the pow door bi tho housnkoe 2 )er’N black bonnet, 
and the l.uly’s-inaid’s beaiitifid straw that had once 
been Miss Lidia’s, and thou tlie powdered heads of 
the butler and footman. No, he was not there; yet 
slie would look now—she might be mistaken—^for, 
after all, she had not looked. So she lifted up her 
eyelids and glaneed timidly at the cushioned pew in 
tho chancel:—there was no one but old Mr Donni- 
thoini' rubbing Ids speitaeles with his white hand¬ 
kerchief, and Miss Ijydia opening the large gil1>-edged 
l>ray(*r - hook. Tlio chill diHa^ipomlmont was too 
hard to hoar: she felt lietself turning pale, her lips 
trembling; she was ready to cry. (di, whxt should 
she do? Everybody would km w the reat* n ; they 
would know she was crying iKr.iUSe Aitbiir was not 
there. And Mr Craig, with the wonderful hothouse 
plant in his button-hole, was staring at her, she 
know. It was dreadfully long before tho General 
(.’oufossion began, so that phe could kneel down, 
'fwo groat drops would fall then, but no one saw 
them except good-iiatuied Molly, for her aunt and 
bnelc knelt with tlioir Iweks towards her. Molly, 
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unable to imagine any cause for tears in clnircb ex- 
xopt faintness, of wliich sho had a vague tradititnial 
knowledge, drew out of her pocket a queer liltlo flat 
blue smolling-bottle, and after much labour in 2 )iilling 
the cork out, lliruHt the narrow nock against Hetty’s 
nostrils. “It donna smell,” she whiBi>eit‘d, tliiukiiig 
this was a great advantage which old salts had over 
fresh ones: they did you good witlionl t>iting your 
nose. Hetty pushed it au.i)' peevisldy; but this 
little flash of temper did wliat the salts eoiild not 
have done—^it roused her to wijie aw.iy the tracLM 
of her tears, and try with all her miglit not to sliod 
any more. Hotl y liad a eerlain strenglli in her vain 
little nature : she would liavo borne anything rather 
than be laughed at. or ]iointed at witli any other 
feeling than admiration : she would liave tiressed 
her own nails into her tender flesh ratlier than people 
should know a seerot hIk^ did not want them to know. 

Wliat fluotiiations tlioro were in her busy thoughts 
and feelings, while Mr Trwino was pronouneing the 
solemn “Absolulion” in hi‘r deaf eais, and thiough 
all tlio iones of petithm ihat folIo^\ed ! Anger lay 
very close to disn 2 q)ointmcnt, and soon won tlio 
victory over the conjectures her suiall in/;enuity 
could devise to account for Arthur’s absence on tlio 
supposition tliat he really wanted to come, really 
wanted to see her again. And by the time she rose 
from her knees mechanioally, because all the rest 
were rising, the colour had returned tc’ her cheeks 
even with a heightened glow, for she w.as framing 
little indignant spcoches to liorself, saying she hated 
Arthur for giving her this (lain—slie would like him 
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to suffer too. Yet whilo this HclOsh tumult was going 
oij iu her soul, her eyes were bout down on her prayer* 
book, and the eyelids with their dark fringe looked 
ns lovely as ever. Adam llede thought so, as ho 
glanced at her for a moment on nsing from his knees. 

But Adam’s lliuughts of llclty did not deafen him 
to tlio Borvieo ; they mther blended with all the other 
deej) foohiigs for which the church service was a 
chaniLid to liiui this afternoon, as a corlain con¬ 
sciousness of entire past and our imagined 
future blends itself with all our monionts of keen 
sensibility. And to Adam the chiiirh sorvice was 
the best (‘hanncl he could have i'oimd for his mingled 
regret, yearning, and resignation; its interchange 
of besf'cching cries for help, with onlbursts of faith 
and praise—its recurrent res])(>nHes and the familiar 
rliydun of its coUecls, seemed to speak for him as 
no othor form of worr.hip could have done; as, to 
those early (lliristians who had worshipped fi-om 
their childhood upward in catacombs, tlie h ch light 
and sliadows must havo scorned nearer the Divnne 
presence than the heathonisli davligJjt of the streets. 
The secret of cur emotions never Jies in the bare 
object, but in its subtle relations to our o^vn past: 
no wonder the secret escapiv the uusyrnpathising 
observer, wlio might as well put on Ins spectacles to 
discern odours. 

But there was one rt'asou why even a chance 
comer would have found the aorvire in Ilayslopo 
Ohurcli more unpressive than in most other village 
nooks in the kingdom—a reason, of which I am sure 
you have not the slightest suspicion. It was the 
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readings of ow friend Joshua^ Hann. Wliero that 
good shoemaker got his notion of reading IVom, re¬ 
mained a mystery oven to his most intimate acquaint¬ 
ances. 1 believe, after all, he got it chiefly from 
Nature, who liad poured some of her music into this 
honest conceited soul, as sho had boon known to do 
into other narrow souls before Ms. Sho had given 
him, at least, a fine bass voice and a musical ear; 
but I cannot positively say whether these alone had 
sufficed to inspire him with the rich chant in whicli 
he delivered the lesponses. Tlio way he rolled from a 
rich deep forte into a iiiul.anclioly cadence, subsiding, 
at the end of the last word, into a sort of faint 
resonance, like the lingering vibrations of a fine 
violoncello, I ean <*(mj])are to nothing for its strong 
calm melancholy l)ut the rush and cadence of the 
wind among the autumn houghs. This may seem 
a strange mode of speaking about the reading of a 
parish-clerk—a man in rusty spectacles, with Hlubldy 
hair, a largo occiput, and a prominent crown. Kut 
tliat is Ncit lire’s way: she will allow a gentleman of 
splendid physiognomy ami poetio aspirations to sing 
woefully out of tune, and not give him the slightest 
hint of it; and talres care that some narrow-biowed 
fellow, trolling a hallnd in the corner vof a pot-house, 
shall be as true to hJs intervals ns a bird. 

Joshua himself was less proud of nis reading than 
of his singing, and it was always with a sense of 
heightened importance that he passed from t^o desk 
to the choir. Still more to-day: it was a spen'al 
occasion; for an old man, familiar to all llic parish, 
bad died a sad death—not in his bed, a circumstanco 
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tlie most painfdl to ^the mind of tho peasant-—and 
now tlio fuuoial psalm Was to be sung in memoij 
of his sudden dopaitnro. Moreover, Bartle Massey 
was not al chinch, and Joshua’s importance in the 
chon siifloied no eolij)so. It was a solemn minor 
strain tlioy sang. Tho old psalm-tunes have many 
a wail among thorn, and the words — 

“Thou sw(*eii’st us oil .is willi a flood; 
vanish hence like dieaius''— 

seemed to hav v closer application than usual in 
tho (loath of poor ITiias. Tlio mother and sons 
listened, each with peculiar f(*(3ling8. Lisbeth had 
a vagu(3 belief that tho jisalm was doing her hus¬ 
band good; it was part of tbat decent burial which 
she would havo thought it a greater wrong to with¬ 
hold from him than to have caused him many un¬ 
happy days while he was living. Tho more there 
was said about her busbaud, tho more there was 
done for him, surely the safer he would bo. It was 
poor Ijisbolli’s blind way of feeling that human love 
and pity are a ^oiind of faith in some other love. 
Seth, who was easily touched, she d I r ars and tried 
to recall, as ho had done continually since his 
father’s death, ail that he had heard of tho possi¬ 
bility that a single moment of con'^nonsness at the 
last might be a moment of pardon and reconcile- 
mont; for was it not writtou in the very psalm 
tliey wore singing, tbat tho Divine dealings were 
pot measured and circnmncribcd by time? Adam 
hud novel hoein unable to join in a psalm before. 
He had known plenty of trouble and veration sincss 
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ho had been a lad ; but this ^was the first sorrow 
tliat had Loinau'd in his vi>ice, and strangely enough 
it was sorrow bocanso the chief source of his past 
la'oublo and vexation was for ever gono out of liis 
reach. Ho had not been able to press his fatlier’s 
hand before their jiaiting, and say, “Father, you 
know it was all right botwoon us; I never forgot 
what I owed you when I was a lad; you fi)rgivo me 
if I have been too Jiot and hasty now and then 1 ” 
Adam thoughl but liltlo lo-day of the hard work 
and the earnings lie luul spout on liis father: his 
thoughts rfin constantly on what tlio old man’s fcol- 
ings had boon in luornontH of hiiiuilialion, wlion ho 
had held down his liead ln'lbro tho relnikos of liis 
Sf»n. When our iiidign.ition is borne in Kuliujissive 
silence, wo are a]U to fi'id fwing<“H of doiihl after¬ 
wards as t(» <iur ov\n geu(‘jv»<.lty, if not jiisli(/ 0 ; how 
much inoro when tho <»bj(M*t of our ang(^r has g<mo 
into everlasting silence, and wo have seen his Ijm'o 
for Uio last time in llio meekness of death I 

“Ah! r was always too hard,” Ad.iin said to hiin- 
self- “It’s a sore fault in mo ns I’m so hot and out 
o* patience wi‘h pc'oplo when tln*y do wrong, and 
ni\ heart gets shut up against ’eJu, so as I can’t 
bring myself to fi)rgivQ em, I h v? clear enough 
there’s more pride nor love in my Mml, for I coiiM 
sooner make a thousand strokes wit'i tli' hannner for 
my fiithor tljan bring mysedf to say a kind word to 
him. And there wont plenty o’ pride and te^jicr to 
the strokes, as tlm devil m>/// he having his finger 
in what wo call oiir duties as well as our sins 
hap tho Ixist tiling I over did in Jiiy life was only 
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doing what was easi^t for mysolf. It’s allays been 
easier for me to work nor to sit still, but the real 
tough job for mo ’ud be to master my own will and 
temper, and go right against my own pride. It 
seems to mo now, if I was to find father at home 
to-night, I should behave different; but there’s no 
knowing—perhaps nothing ’ud be a lesson to us if 
it didn’t come too late. It’s well we should feel as 
life’s a r(‘f‘koniiig we can’t make twice over; there’s 
no real making amends in this world, any more nor 
yon can mend a .vi-ong subtraction by doing your 
addition right." 

This was the key-note to which Adam’s thoughts 
had perpetually returned since his father’s death, 
and the solemn wail of the funeral psalm was only 
an influence that brought back the old thoughts 
witli stronger emphasis. So was the sermon, which 
Mr Trwine had chosen with reference to Thias’s 
funeral. It spoke brieliy and simply of the words, 

In the midst of life wo are in death ”—how the 
present moment is all we can call our own for 
works of nioroy,^of righteous dealing, and of fam¬ 
ily tenderness. All very old truthb -but what we 
tliought tho oldest truth becomes the n^ist start¬ 
ling to us in the week when w' have looked on the 
dead face of one who has made a p.iTt of our own 
lives. For when men want to impress us with the 
effect of a new and wonderfully vivid light, do they 
not let it fall on tho most familiar objects, tliat we 
n^ay measure its inteusity by remembering the for- 
nlk^i dimness ^ 

T^en came the moment of tho final blessing, 
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w^hen tlie for-©vor sublime words, “The peace of 
Gkxi, which passoth all underfRanding,” seonicd to 
blond with the calm afternoon sunshine that fell on 
the bowed heads of the congregation; and then the 
quiet rising, the motliers tying on the bonnets of the 
little maidens who had slept through the sermon, 
tho fittliers collecting the prayer-books, until all 
streamed out through tho old archway into the green 
churcliyard, and began their neighbourly talk, their 
simple civilities, and their invitations to tea; for on 
a Sunday every one was ready to receive a guest— 
it was tho day when all iiiusl be in their bost clothes 
and their best humour. 

Mr and Mrs Poyser paused a minute at Iho church 
gate: they were waiting for i\dnm to come up, not 
being contented to go away without saying a kind 
word to tho widow and her sons. 

“ Well, Mrs ll(‘de," said Mrs Poyser, as they walked 
on together, “yon must keep up your heart; husbands 
and wives must be content when they've lived to rear 
tlieir children and see one another’s hair grey.” 

“Ay, ay,” said Mr Poyser; “ they wonna have 
long to wait for one aiiotlier thoiiy anyhow. And 
yoVo got two o’ tho strapping’st sons i’ th’ coun¬ 
try ; aud well you may, for I remember poor Thias 
os lino a broad-shouldered follow an iioed to be ; and 
as for you, Mrs Bedo, why you’re straightor i’ tho 
back nor half tlie young women now.” 

“Eh,” said Lisbotl:, “it’s poor luclc for tlie jdattcr 
to wear well when it’s broke i' two. Tho so'Hier I’m 
laid under tho tliom the better. I’m no good no¬ 
body now.” V ^ 

YOL. I. 


U 
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Adam never took notice of his mother's little 
unjust plaints; but oeth said, ^Nay, moLher, thee 
mustna say so. Thy sons ’ull never got another 
mother.” 

“That’s true, lad, that*s true,” said Mr Poyser; 
“and it’s wrong on us to give way to ^ef, Mrs 
B(*de; for it’s like the cliihlrou crj'in’ when the 
fathers and mothors take things from ’em. There’s 
One above knows bi'ttoi nor us.” 

“ Ah,” said Mrs Toysor, “ an’ it’s poor work allays 
sottin’ the doail hove the livin’. Wo shall all on us 
bo (load som(^ time, I reckon—^it 'ud be bettor if folks 
’ud make much on ns befoiohand, istid o’ beginnin* 
when we’re gone. It’s bul little good you’ll do 
a-watering tlie last year’s crop.” 

“ Well, Adam,” said Mr Poyser, feeling that bis 
wife's w'oids were, as usual, rather incisive than 
soothing, and that it w'ould be well to change the 
subject, “you’ll como and see us again now, I hope. 
I liauna had a talk with you this long while, and 
the missis here wants you to see what can bo done 
with her best sjunniiig-wheel, for it’s got broke, and 
it’ll be a nice joo to mend it—iK' i-‘’ll want a bit o* 
turning. Yoiill come as buud as you can now, will 
you?” 

Mr Poyser paused and looked round whih^ he was 
speaking, ns if to seo where Hetty was; for the 
children were running on bofoio. Hetty was not 
without a companion, and she had, besides, moro 
jpiuk ahd white about her Ilian evnr; for she hold 
in her liand the wonderful jiiuk aad-wliito hothouse 
plant, with a very long name—a Scotch name, she 
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snppoBed, since people said Mr Oraig the gardener 
was Scotch. Adana took tho opportunity of looking 
round too; and I am sure you will not require of 
him that ho should feel any vexation in observing a 
pouting expression on Hetty’s face as she listened 
to the gardener’s small-1 all{. Yet in her secret heart 
she was glad to have him by her side, for she would 
perhaps learn from him how it was Arthur had not 
come to church. Not tliat t>lLO cared to ask him tho 
question, but she hoped the information would bo‘ 
givou spontaneously; for Mr Oraig, liko a flui)erior 
maUi was very fond of giving intV)rmation. 

Mr Craig was never aware tliat liis convoisatiou 
and advances were received coldly, for to shift one’s 
point of view l)oyoiid oertain limits is impossiblo lo 
the most liboi’al and oxj)ansive mind; wo are none 
of ns aware of the impiossion we produce on Bra 
zilian monkeys of feeble understanding—it is pos¬ 
sible they see hardly anything in us. Moreover, 
Mr Craig was a man of sober passions, and was 
already in his tonth yoar of hesitation as to the 
relative advantages of matrimony and UacUoloiliood. 
It is tmo lhat, now and then, wllbn ho had boon a 
little heated by an oxtiu glass of gi’og, bo had been 
beard lo say of Hetty that tho “lass was well 
enough,” and that “ a man might vio worse ; ” but on 
convivial ocoasions men are apt to express tliom- 
selves strongly. 

Martin Poysor liold Mr Craig in honour, as a man 
who “know his businoss,” and who Lad grdUt lights 
oonoeming soils and compost; but he was lei s of a 
favourite with Mrs Poysor, who had uioiu tlian oncu 
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said in confidence to her husband, ** You’re mighty 
fond o* Craig j but fof my part, H tliink he’s welly 
like a cook as thinks the sim’s rose o’ purposo to 
hear him crow.” For the rest, Mr Craig was an 
estimable gardener, and was not witliout reasons for 
liaving a high opinion of himself, lie had also high 
shoulders and high cheek-bones, and hung his head 
forward a little, as he walked along with his hands 
in his br^oehos-pockets. 1 think it was his pedigree 
only that had the advantage of being Scotch, and 
not his ‘‘bringin*., up;” for except that he liad a 
stronger burr in liis accent, his speech differed little 
from that of the Ijoamshirt) peo]>l(^ alxmt him. But 
a garden(*r is Scotch, as a French tc’aohor is PariHiau. 

“ Well, Mr Poyser,” he said, bcff»re tlie good alow 
farmer had time 1o speak, “ye'll not bo carrying 
your hay to-morr<iW, I’m thinking: the glass sticks 
at ^ change,’ and yo may rely np(j’ my word as we’ll 
ha’ more downfall afori* twenty-four lionrs is past. 
Yo see that darkish-blue cloud tlieie iipo’ the ’rijsi>ii 
—yo know what I mean by tlie ’lizou, where the 
land and sky seems to meet ? ” 

“Ay, ay, I see llie cloud,” .'aid Mf’ ]*< yso**, “’rizon 
or no 'rizon. It’s right o’er ALko IIol<lsv.'‘ ill’s M- 
low, and a foul fallow it is.” 

“ Well, you mark my words, as that cloud ’nil 
spread o’er the sky pridty nigh as tjuiek as you’d 
spread a tarpaulin over one o’ your hay-ricks. It’s 
a great thing to lia’ studied the look o’ the clouds. 
Lofd bless you I th’ mot’orologiral almanecks can 
learn mo nothing, but there’s a pretty sight o’ things 
I‘'could lot (/urn up to, if tliey’d just come to mo. 
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And how ore you, Mrs Poysrr ?—^thinking o’ gothor- 
in’ tlie rod currants souiij I^reckou, You’d a deal 
hotter gotlior 'em aforo they're o’er-ripo, wi’ t>ucli 
woatljor as wo’vo got to look forward to. How do 
ye do, Mistress Bede?” Mr Craig coiilinuod, witliout 
a pause, nodding by ilte way to Adam and Seth. 
“ I hope y’ enjoyed them spinaeli and gooseberries 
as I sent Clu'sier with ill’ other day. If yo want 
vegetables wliile ye’re in trouble, ye know where 
to oomo to. It’s well known I’m not giving other 
folks’ things away; fu- wlieii I’ve sup]died the 
house, the garden's my own Bpokilatinn, and it isoa 
every man th’ old Siparc‘ could g(jt as ’ud bo oquil 
to tho uudc'rtaking, let alone asking whether he’d 
bo willing. I’ve got to niii my t olkilatiou fine, I 
can tell yon, to luako sure o’ getting baek tho money 
os I i>ay the Siiiiire. I shoulil like to see some o’ 
them fellows as Jiiako tlie almanecks looking as far 
before their noses as I’ve got to do every year as 
comes.’* 

«q^bey look pretty fur, thongli,” sai<l Mr Poyser, 
luniing his head on one side, anc^si>paking in raiher 
a subdued reverential toue. **W}iy, what could 
come truer nor that piotnr o* tho cook wi’ the big 
spurs, as has got its head kiun 'j*d down wi’ th’ 
anchor, an’ th’ firin’, an’ tho shiji-i behind? \Vliy, 
that pictur was made aforo Cliristiaas, and yit it’s 
come as true as th’ Bible. Why, th’ cock’s France 
an’ th’ anclior’s Nelson—an’ they told us that befbrO' 
hand.” 

“Pee—co-oh !’* said Mr Craig. “A man doosna 
want to bee fur to know as th’ English ’ull beat tho 
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French. Why, I hrow npo’ good authority as it’s 
a big BVenchman as reaches five foot high, an’ they 
live upu’ sponn-moat mostly. 1 knew a man as his 
father had a particular knowledge o’ the French. I 
should like to know what them grasshoppers are to 
do against such lino follovrs os our young Captain 
Arthur. Wliy, it ’ud astonish a Frenchman only to 
look at him; Ins arm’s thicker nor a Frenelimau’s 
Inwly, I’ll he hound, for they pinch thcirsolls in wi* 
stays; and it’s oa y enough, for they’ve got nothing 
i’ tlioii* insides,’* 

“ Whore is the Captain, as he wasna at church 
to-day?” said Adam, “I was talking to him o* 
Friday, and he said notliing about his going away,” 

“ Oh, he’s only gone to Eaglodalo for a hit o’ fish¬ 
ing ; T reckon he'll ho back again afore many days 
are o’er, for he’s to he at all Ih’ airunging and 
preparing o’ things for the cornin’ o’ ago o’ the 30th 
o’ July. But he’s foini o* getting away for a bitj 
now and then. Him and th’ old Squire tit one on* 
other like frost and flowers.** 

Mr Craig smile^d and winked sh^wly as he made 
this last observation, but the subjec t was not de- 
velopc<l farther, for now they ii.d rea<jkea Jis turn¬ 
ing in the road where Adam %nd his companions 
must say “good-hye.” Tlie gardener, too, would 
have liad to turn oil in the same direction if he had 
not acce])ted Mr Poyser’s invitation to tea. Mrs 
Poyser ^uly seconded the inTifatiou, for she would 
have held it a deep disgrace not to make her meigh- 
bours welcome to her house: personal likes and dis¬ 
likes must not interfere with tliat sacred oustozo* 
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AToreover, Mr Craig had always bueu full of civili¬ 
ties to the family at the Hall ^arm, and Mrs Toyser 
was sorupuloiis in declaring that slio had “ nolliing 
to say again’ him, on’y it was a pity ho coiildiia bo 
hatched o’er cagaiii, an’ hatchod difibrcuit.” 

So.Adam and Seth, with tlicir motlier between 
them, wound their way down to the valley and up 
again to the old Iluubo, where a Siiddeuud memory 
had taken the jdaco of a long, long anxiety—whore 
Adam would never have to ask again as he entered, 
“ Wlicre’s father ? '* 

And the other fainilv j^aiiy, with Mr Giaig for 
company, went back to the X)h)asani bright house- 
place at the Hall Kaim—all witlj quiet minds, ex¬ 
cept II(*tty, who knew now where Arthur was gone, 
but was oidy the more ]>uzided and uneasy. For it 
appeared that his abscnc’c was quito volmitaiy; he 
need not have gone—lie would not have gone if he 
had wanted to see her. She had a sickening sonso 
that no lot could over bo pleasant to her again if her 
Thursday night’s vision was not to be fulfilled; and 
ill tills iiiojiK'iit of chill, bare, wiidry disajqioiiitjuont 
and doubt, slio looked towai'ds tlie possibility of 
being with Arthur again, of mi‘cting his loving 
glance, and hearing his soft wortK, with that eager 
yearning winch one may call the growing pam’* 
of passion. 
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ADAM ON A WOliKING DAY. 


Notwithstanding^ Mr Craig^s jiroplicoy, the dark- 
blue cloud dispersed itself without having produced 
the tlireatened cousequenccB. '^The weather/' as 
he observed the next morning—“ the weather, you 
see, 's a ticklish tiling, an’ a fool ’ull hit oii’t some¬ 
times when a wise man misses; that’s why the 
almanecks get so much credit. It's one o’ them 
chancy things as fools thrive on.” 

This unreasonable behaviour of the weather, how¬ 
ever, could displease no one else in Huyslope besides 
Mr Craig. All liands were to be out in the meadows 
this morning as soon as tlie dew had lisen; the 
wives and daughters did double work in every farm¬ 
house, that the maids might give their help in toss¬ 
ing the hay; and when Adam was marching along 
the lanes, with his basket of tools over his shoulder, 
he caugt)t the sound of jocose talk and ringing laugh¬ 
ter from behind the hedges. The jocose talk of hay¬ 
makers is best at a distance; like those clumsy beUs 
round tbe cows’ necks, it has rather a coarse sound 
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when it comes close, and may even grate oti yonr 
ears painfully; but heard from far off, it mingles 
very prettily with the other joyous sounds of nature. 
Men’s muscles move better when their aoiils are 
making merry music, though their merriment is of 
a poor blundonug sort, not at ail like the meiriment 
of birds. 

And perhaps there is no time in a surrjmor’s day 
more cheering, tlian when llu: Avariuth of the sun is 
just beginning to ti*iumph over tho fresliuoes of the 
morning—when thero is just a lingering hint of 
early coolness to keep off languor iinder tlio doli- 
oious influence of warnitli, llic reason Adam was 
walking along the lanes at this time was because 
his work for tho rest of tho day lay at a country 
house about throe miles off, wiiiulf was being put 
in repair for the son of a iieighbouviiig stjuire ; and 
he had been busy since early morning with fJie 
packing of panels, doors, and chirnney-pieccs, in a 
waggon which was now gone on before him, while 
Jonathan Burge himself had ridden to the spot on 
horseback, to await its arrival and direct the work- 
men. 

Tin’s little walk was a rest to Adam, and he was 
unconsciously under the charm of the moment. It 
was summer morning in his heai't, ai id he saw Hetty 
in the sunshine: a sunshine without glare — with 
slanting rays that tremble between tho delicate 
shadows of the leaves. He thought, yesterday, 
when he put out his hand to her as they came out 
of church, that there was a touch of melancholy 
kindness in her face, such as he had not seen he- 
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fore, and ho took it as a sign that she had some 
sympathy with his family trouble. Poor fellow! 
that toucli of nielaucholy came hum quite another^ 
Bom*Ge; but how was he to know? We look at the 
one little woman’s face we love, as we look at tine 
face of oiu' mother earth, and see all sorts of answers 
to ow own yearnings. It was impossible for Adam, 
not to feel tliat what liad hapjieuod in the last week, 
had bi ought the prosj^ect of marriage nearer to him. 
Hitherto he hod felt keenly the danger that some 
otlier man might step in and get possession of 
Hetty’s heart and hand, while he himself was still 
in a position that made him shrink from asking her 
to accept him. Even if he had hud a strong hope 
that she was fond of him—and his hope was far from 
being strong—he had been too heavily burthened 
with other claims to provide a home for himself and 
Hetty—a home such as he could expect her to be ^ 
content with after the comfort and plenty of the 
Farm, like all strong natures, Adam had cou^ 
Mence in his ability to acliiove something in the 
future; he felt syre he should some day, if be lived, 
be able to maintain a family, and make a good broad 
path ibr himself; but he had too cool a head not to 
estimate to tlie full the obstacles that were to be 
overcome. And the time would bo so long! And' 
there was Hetty, like a bright-checked apple hang¬ 
ing over the orchard wall, witliin sight of every¬ 
body, %ud everybody must long for her I To be 
Eiure, if she loved him very much, she would ba^. 
content to wait for him: bnt did she love him?^^ 
His hopes Imd never risen so hi^h that he had ' 
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dared to ask hor. He ivas clear - sighted enough 
to bo awuie tliat her uncle and aunt would liave 
looked kindly on bis suit, and indeed without this 
encouragement he would never have perseveretl in 
going to the Farm; but it was impossible to come 
to any but liuctuating conclusions about Hetty’s 
feelings. She was like a kitten, and liad the same 
distractingly pretty looks, tliat meant nothing, for 
everybody that came near her. 

But now ho could not lielji saying to himself that 
the heaviest part of his bnideii was r(‘movcd, and 
tliat even before the luid of another year his circum- 
stanoes might be bi ought into a shape that would 
sdlow him to think of manning. It would always 
be a hard stmggle with his mother, ho knew: she 
would bo jealous of any wife ho might choose, and 
she had sot her mind espeeially against Hetty — 
perhaps for no other reason tlian that she suspected 
Hetty to be the woman he had chosen. It would 
never do, he feared, for his mother to live in the 
same house with him when he was mariied; and 
yet how hard she would think i^ if he asked her 
to leav'e him I Yes, there was a great deal of pain 
to be gone through with his motlier, hut it was a 
case in which he must make her 11 cl that his will 
was strong—it would be better for her in the end. 
For himself, ho would have liked that they should 
all live together till Seth was married, and they 
might have built a bit themselves to the old house, 
and made more room. Ho did not like “to part 
wi* til’ lad:” they had hardly ever bet'u separated 
for more than a day since they were bom. 
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But Adam had no soonor caught his imagiuatioD 
leaping forwuid in this way—making arrangemeutu 
for an uncortaiii future—than he checked himsel£ 


“A pretty building I’m making, witliout either 
bricks or timber. I’m up i’ the garret a’ready, and 
haven’t so much as dug tlie foundation.” When¬ 
ever Adam was strongly convinced of any proposi¬ 
tion, it took the form of a principle in lus mind: it 
was knowledge to be acted on, as much as the know¬ 
ledge that dainj will cause rust. Perhaps hero lay 
the secret of the nardness ho had aeon sod himself of: 


l\o had too littlo fellow-feeling with tlie weakness 
tliat errs in sjjite of firosoen consequences. With¬ 
out this fellow-feeling, how are we to got enough 
patience and charity towards our stumbling, falling 
coriipaiiions in the long and changeful jouriioy? 
And there is hut one way in whicli a strong deter¬ 
mined soul can learn it —by getting his heart-strings 
bound round tlic weak and erring, so that ho must 
shai'o not only tho outward consequence of tlicir 
error, but their inward sufr6ring. That is a long 
and hard lcssoi^» and Adam had at present only 
learned the alphabet of it in his father’s sudden 


death, which, by annihilating in an iusUat all tliat 
had stimulated his indignation, had sent a sudden 
rush of thought and memory over what had claimed 
his pity and tenderness. 

But it was Adam’s strength, not its got relative 
hardnoqe, tliat influenced hi.^ meditations this mom- 
itig. He had long made up his mind that it would 
be wrong as well as foolish for him to marry a bloom* 
ing young girl, so long as he had no othor prospect 
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than^that of growing poverty with a growing &mi1y. 
And his savings had been so cotisiautly drawn upon 
(besides the terrible sweep of paying for Seth’s sub- 
stitute in the militia), that he had not enough money 
beforehand to fiiniish even a small cottage, and keep 
something in reserve against a rainy day. Ho liad 
good hope that ho should be “firmer on his legs” 
by-and-by; but he could not be satisfied with a 
vag^o confidence in his arm and brain; ho must 
have definite plans, and sot about them at once. 
Tbe partnership with Jonathan Burge was not to 
be thouglit of at present—there wero things im¬ 
plicitly tacked to it that he could not accept; but 
Adam thought that lie and Setli might carry on a 
littlo busincRS for tliomselves in addition to their 
journeyman’s work, by imying a small stock of 
superior woo<l and making articles of household fur¬ 
niture, for which Adam had no end of contrivances. 
Seth might gain more by working at separate jobs 
under Adam’s dir(3ction than by his journeyman’s 
work, and Ad»mi, in his over-hours, could do all 
tlie “ nice ” work, that required peculiar skill. The 
money gained in this way, with tlife good wages he 
received as foreman, would soon enable them to get 
beforehand with the world, so sparingly as they 
would all live now. No sooner had this littlo plan 
shaped itself in his mind than ho began to be busy 
with exact calculations about the wood to be bought, 
and the particular article of furniture that should bo 
undertaken first — a kitchen cupboard of iTis own 
contrivance, with such an ingenious armngemont 
of sliding-doors and bolts, sucli convenient nooks 
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for stowing honseholcl provender, and such ft 07m* 
metrioal result to tLe eye, that eveiy good house¬ 
wife would be in raptures with it, and &11 through 
sdl the gradations of melancholy longing till her hus-’ 
band promised to buy it for her. Adam pictured to 
himself Mrs Poyser examining it with'her keen eye, 
and trying in vain to find out a deficiency; and, of 
course, close to Mrs Poyser stood Hetty, and Adam 
was again beguiled from calculatious and contri¬ 
vances into dreams and hopes. Yes, he would go 
and see her th j evening—it was so long since he 
had been at the Hall Farm. He would have liked 
to go to the night-school, to see why Bartle Massey 
had not been at church yesterday, for he feared his 
old friend was ill; but, unless he could manage both 
visits, this last must be jiut off till to-morrow—the 
desire to be near Hetty, and to speak to her again, 
was too strong. 

As he made up his mind to this, ho was coming 
very near to the end of his walk, within the sound 
of the hammers at work on the refitting of the old 
house. The sound of tools to a clever workman who . 
loves his work is liko the tentative soimds of the' 
orchestra to the violinist who has to b'^ ir his part 
in the overture: the strong fiores begin their accus¬ 
tomed thrill, and what was a moment before joyj. 
vexation, or ambition, begins its cliaugo into energy^ 
All passion becomes strength when it has an outlet 
firom the narrow limits of our personal lot in' the ' 
.labour ^of our right arm, the cunning of our right ' 
hand, or the still, creative activity of our thought*'* 
Look at Adam through the rest of the day, as hs 
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stands on the scaffolding with the two-foet ruler in 
his hand, whistling low whilo he considers how a 
difficulty about a floor-joist or a window-irame is to 
be overcomo; or as he pushes one of the younger 
workmen aside, and takes his place in upheaving a 
weight of timber, saying, ‘^Let alone, lad I thee’st 
got too much gristle i’ tliy bones yet;” or as he 
fixes his keen black eyes on the motions of a work¬ 
man on the other side of the room, and warns him 
that his distances are not riglit. Look at this broad- 
shouldered man with the bare muscular arms, and 
the tliick firm black liair tossed about like trodden 
meadow-grass whenever he takes off his paper cap, 
and with tlie strong barytone voice bursting every 
now and then into lond and solemn psalm-tuncs, as 
if seeking an outlet for superfluous strengtli, yet 
presently chocking himself, apparently crossed by 
some thought which jars with the singing. Per¬ 
haps, if you had not been already in the sccrut, you 
might not have guessed what sad memories, what 
warm affection, what tender fluttering hopes, had 
their home in this athletic body with the broken 
flnger-nails—in tliis rough man, ^ho new no better 
lyrics than he could find in the Old and New Version 
and an occasional hymn; who knew tiie smallest pos¬ 
sible amount of profane history; and for whom the 
motion and ^hape of the earth, tho oourso of the sun, 
and.the changes of the seasons, lay in the region 
of mystery just made visible by fragmentary know¬ 
ledge. It had cost Adam a great deal of\rouble, 
and work in over-hours, to know what he know ov«r 

Eh 

and above tho secrets of his handicraft, and tliat 
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acquaintance with meohanicB and figures, and the 
nature of the matorieds he worked with, which was 
made easy to him by inborn inherited &culty—to 
get the mastery of his pen, and write a plain hand, 
to spell without any other mistakes than must in 
fairness be attributed to the unreasonable character 
of orthography rather than to any deficiency in the 
speller, and, moreover, to learn his musical notes 
and parr-singing. Besides all this, he had road 
his Bible, inchiding the apocryphal books; ‘Poor 
Bicliard’s Alrr.iiiac,’ Taylor’s ‘Holy Living and 
Dying,* ‘The Pilgrim’s Progress,* with Banyan’s 
Life and ‘Holy War,’ a great deal of Bailey’s Dic¬ 
tionary, ‘ Valentino and Orson,’ and part of a ‘ His¬ 
tory of Babylon,’ which Bartle Massey had lent him. 
Ho might have had many more books from Bartle 
Massey, but lie had no time for reading “the commin 
print,” as liisboth called it, so busy as ho was with 
figures in all the leisure moments which he did not 
fill up with extra carpentry. 

Adam, you perceive, was by no means a marvel¬ 
lous man, nor, properly speaking, a genius, yet I 
will not protend "cliat his was an ordini>,ry charaoter 
among workmen ; and it wo^ild not be .t all a safe 
conclusion that the next best man you may happen 
to see with a basket of tools over his shoalder and 
a paper cap on his head has the strong conscience 
and the strong sense, the blended susceptibility and 
self-command, of our friend Adam.' He was not an 
avorago'man. Yet such men as be are reared here 
and there in every generation of our peasant artisans 
* widi an inhoritauce of affections nurtured by a 
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sinople family lifo of common need and common m< 
dustry, and an inheritance o^ faculties trained in 
skilful courageous labour; they make their way up¬ 
ward, rarely as geniuses, most commonly as pains¬ 
taking honest men, with the skill and conscience to 
do well the tasks tliat lie before them. Their lives 
have no discernible echo beyond the neighbourhood 
where they dwelt, but you are almost sure to find 
there some good piece of road, some building, some 
application of mineral produce, some improvement 
in farming practice, some reform of parish abuses, 
with which tlieir names are associated by one or two 
generations after them. Their em2)loyers were the 
richer for them, the work of their hands has worn 
well, and iho work of their brains has guided well 
the hands of other men. They went about iu their 
youtli in flannel or paper caps, in coats black with 
coal-dust or streaked with lime and red paint; in old 
age their wliito hairs arc seen in a place of hononr 
at church and at market, and they tcU their well- 
dressed sons and duugliters, seated roTind the bright 
hearth on winter evenings, liow pleased they were 
when tliey first earned their twopei»co a-day. Others 
there are who die poor, and never put off the work¬ 
man's coat on week-days: they have not had the art 
of getting rich ; but they are men of trust, and when 
they die before tiro worlc is all out of tliem, it is as 
if some main screw had got loose in a machine ; the 
master who employed tliem says, “Where shall I 
find their like ? • 
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CHAPTER XX. 

AD.Vi'^ VISITS THE HALL FARM. 

Adam carno back from his work in the empty wag¬ 
gon j that was why he had changed his clotheS) and 
was ready to set out to the Hall Farm when it stiU 
wanted a quarter to seven. 

" What's thee got thy Sunday cloose on for ? ” said 
Lisbeth, complainingly, as he came down-stairs. 
*‘Theo artna goin’ to th’ school i’thy best coat?* 

“No, mother,” said Adam, quietly. “I'm going 
to the Hall Farm, but mayhap I may go to the 
school after, so thoe mustna wonder if I’m a bit late. 
Seth 'nil be at home in half an hoar—h(^'s only gone 
to the village; so thee wuti^a mind." 

“ Eh, an' what’s thee got *.hy best cloose on for to 
go to th’ Hall Farm ? The Poyser folks liee’d thee 
in ’em yesterday, I warrand. What dost mean by 
turnin’ worki’day into Sunday a-that’n? It’s pcKyt 
keepin’ company wi’ folks as donna like to see thee 
i’ thy wjrkin’ jacket.” 

“ Good-bye, mother, I can’t stay,” said Adam, put¬ 
ting on hi' hat and going out. 
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But he had no sooner gone a few paces beyond 
the door than Lisboth becaiuo ^neasy at the thought 
that she had yexcd him. Of course, the secret of 
her objection to the best clothes was lier suspicion 
that they wore put on for Hetty’s sake; but deeper 
than all her peevishness lay the need that her son 
should love her. She hurried after him, and laid 
hold of his arm before ho had got half-w'ay down to 
the brook, and said, Nay, my lad, thee wutna go 
away angered wi’ thy mother, an’ her got nought to 
do but to sit by horsen an’ tliink on thee ? ” 

^‘Nay, nay, mother,*' said Adam, gravely, and 
standing still while ho put his arm on her slioulder, 
“I’m not angered. But I wisli, for thy own sake, 
thee’dst be more contented to let me do what I’ve 
made up my mind to do. I’ll never be no other than 
a good son to theo as Jong as wo live. But a man 
has other feelings besides what he owes to’s father 
and mother; and thee oughtna to want to rule over 
me body and soul. And thee must make up thy 
mind, as I’ll not give way to tlieo where I’ve a right 
to do what I like. So Jot us have no more words 
about it.” • 

“ Eh,” said Lisboth, not willing to show that she 
felt tho real bearing of Adam’s wo>' Is, “ an’ who likes 
to see thee i’ thy best oloose better nor thy mother ? 
An’ when theo’st got thy face washed as clean as the 
smooth white pibblo, an’ thy hair combed so nice, 
and thy eyes a-sparklin’—what else is there as thy 
old mother should like to look at half so w^ll? An* 
thee sha’t put on thy Sunday clooso when thco lik’st 
for me—I’ll ne’er plague theo no moor about’n.” 
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“Well, well; good-bye, motlier,” said Adam, kissing 
ber, and hurrying away. Ho saw there was no other 
means of putting an end to the dialogue. Lisbeth 
stood still on the spot, shading her eyes and looking 
after him till he was quite out of sight. She felt to 
the full all the meaning that had lain in Adam’s 
words, and, as she lost sight of him and turned back 
slowly into the house, she said aloud to herself—for 
it was her way to speak her thoughts aloud in the 
long days when her husband and sons were at their 
work—“ Eh, In 11 be tellin’ me as he’s goin’ to bring 
her home one o’ tlieso days; an’ she’ll be missis o’er 
me, and I mun look on, belike, wlide she uses the 
blue-edged platters, and breaks ’em, mayhap, though 
there’s ne’er been one broko sin’ my old man an’ 
me bought ’em at the fair twenty ’ear come next 
WhisBuntido. Eh I ” she wont on, still lender, as she 
caught up her knitting from the table, “but she’ll 
ne’er knit the hids’ stockius, nor foot ’em nayther, 
while I live; an’ when I’m gone, ho’ll bethink him 
as nobody ’ull ne’er fit’s leg an’ foot as his old mother 
did. She’ll know notliin’ o' nsirrowin’ an* heelin’, I 
warrand, an’ she’£ make a long too as he canna 
get’s boot on. That’s what <’.omes o’ m..r’in* young 
wenclies. I war gone thirty, an' th’ fiyther too, 
afore we war married; an’ young enough too. She’ll 
be a poor dratchell by then thirty, a-marr’in’ 
a-that’n, afore her teeth’s all come.” 

Adam walked so fast that he was at the yard-gate 
^before sdVen. Martin Foyser and the grandfather 
were not yet come in from the meadow: every one 
was in the meadow, even to tJio black-and-tan terrier 
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—no one kept watch in the yard lint tlie bnll-dog; 
and when Adam reached the house-door, which stood 
wide open, he saw tliero was no one in the bright 
clean house-plaue. But ho guessed where Mrs Poy- 
ser and some one else would be, quite within hear¬ 
ing; so he knocked on the door and said in liis 
strong voice, “Mrs Poysr.r within?” 

“ Come in, Mr Bede, come in," Mrs Poysor called 
out from the dairy. She always gave Adam this 
title when sho received him in her own house. 
^‘You may come into the daily if you will, for I 
canna justly leave the cheese.” 

Adam walked into tlic dairy, where Mrs Poyser 
and .Nancy were crushing the first evening cheese. 

“ Wliy, you might think you war come to a dead- 
house," said Mrs Poysio', as he stood in the open 
doorway; “ thcy’ro all i’ tho meadow; but Martin’s 
sure to be in afoie long, for they’ie leaving the hay 
cocked to-night, ready for carrying first thing to¬ 
morrow. I’ve been forced t’ liave Nancy in, npo’ 
'count as PIctty must gcither the red currants to¬ 
night; the tiuit allays ripens so cynfrairy, just when 
every hand’s wanted. An’ there’s ncj tiustin’ tho 
children to getlier it, for they pu< more into their 
own mouths nor into the basket; you might as well 
set the wasjis to gether tho fruit.” 

Adam longed to say Im would go into the garden 
till Mr Poyser came in, but ho was not quite cour¬ 
ageous enough, so ho said, “ I could bo liaoking at 
your spirming-whcol, then, and see wlial wants do¬ 
ing to it. Perhiips it stands in the house, where T 
can find it?” 
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“ No, Fve put it away in tho right-liaud parlour; 
but let it be till I can fetch it and show it you. I’d 
ba glad now, if you'd go into the garden, and tell 
Hetty to send Totty in. ’Iho child ’ull run in if 
she’s told, an’ I know Hetty’s lettin’ her eat too 
many currans. I’ll be much obliged to you, Mr 
JJede, if you’ll go and B(3nd her in; an’ there’s the 
York and Lankester roses beautiful in the ^rden 
now—^you’ll hk(' to see ’em. But you’d like a drink 
o’ whey first, p’r ps; I know you’re fond o’ whey, as 
most, folks is when they hanna got to crush it out.” 

“ Thank you, Mrs Poyser,” said Adam; “ a drink 
o’ whey’s allays a treat to me. I’d rather have it 
than beer any day.” 

“Ay, ay," said Mrs Poyser, reaching a small white 
basin tliat stood on the shelf, and dipping it into the 
whey-tub, “the smell o’ bread’s sweet t’ everybody 
but the baker. The Miss Irwines allays say, ‘Oh, 
Mrs Poyser, I envy you your dairy ; and I envy you 
your chiokens; and what a beautiful thing a farm¬ 
house is, to be sure 1' An’ I say, ‘ Yes; a farm¬ 
house is a fine thing for thorn as look oa, an’ don’t 
know the liftin’, an’ tho stan/iin’, an’ the wotritin’ o’ 
th’ inside, as belongs to’L’ ” 

“AViiy, Mrs Poyser, you wouldn’f like to live any¬ 
where else but in a farmhouse, so well as you man¬ 
age it,” said Adam, taking the basin; “and therd 
can bo nothing to look at pleasanter nor a fine milch 
cow, standing up to’ts knees in pasture, and the 
now milk frothing in the pail, and the fresh butter 
ready for market, and the calves, and tho poultry* 
Here’s to your health, and may you allays have , 
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strength to look after your own daily, and set a 
pattern t’ all the farmers’ wivds in tlie country.” 

Mrs Poyser was not to bo caught in the weakness 
of smiling at a compliment, but a quiet complacency 
overspread her face like a stealing sunbeam, and 
gave a milder glance than usual to her blue-grey 
eyes, as she looked at Adam dilnking the whey. 
Ah 1 I think I taste that whey now—with a flavour 
BO delicate that one can hardly distinguish it from 
an odour, and with that soft gliding warmth that 
fills one’s imagination with a still, happy dreaminess. 
And the light music of the dioppiiig wliey is in my 
ears, mingling with the twittering of a bird outsido 
the wire network w'indow—the window overlooking 
the garden, and shaded by tall Gucldrcs roses. 

“Have a little more, Mr Bede?” said Mrs Poyser, 
as Adam set down the basin. 

“No, thank you; I’ll go into the garden now, and 
send in the little lass.” 

“ Ay, do; and tell her to come to her mother in 
the dairy,” 

Adam walked round by the rick-yard, at i>resent 
empty of ricks, to the little wooden gate leading into 
the garden—once the well-tended kitchen-gardon of 
a manor-house; now, but for t!io handsome brick 
wall with stone coping that ran along one side of 
it, a true farmhouse garden, with hardy perennial 
flowers, unpnined fiuit-troos, and kitchen vogotables 
growing together in careless, half-neglccjjed abund¬ 
ance. In that leafy, floweiy, bushy time, to look for 
any one in this garden was like playing at “hide- 
and-seok.” There were the tall hollyhocks beginning 



328 


ADAM BEDE. 


to flower, and daz?;Te tlio oj'o witli tlieir pink, white, 
and yellow; there w<iro the syringas and Gueldres 
roses, all large and disorderly for want of trimming; 
there wero leafy walls of scfirlet beans and late peas; 
there was a row of bushy filberts in one direction, 
and in another a huge apple-tree making a barren 
circle under its low-spreading boughs. But what 
signified a barren patch or two? TJio garden was 
BO large. Thoi’e was alwjiys a superfluity of broad 
beans—it took vine or ten of Adam’s strides to get 
to the end of the uncut gi-ass walk that ran by the 
side of them; and as for other vegetables, tliere was 
BO much more room tlian was necessary for them, 
that in the rotation of crops a largo flourishing bed 
of groundsel was of yearly occurrence on one spot or 
other. The very rose-trees, at which Adam stopped 
to pluck one, looked as if they grew wild; they were 
all huddled together in bushy masses, now flaunting 
with wide open petals, almost all of them of the 
streaked pink-and-wlnte kind, which doubtless dated 
from the union of the houses of York and Lancaster. 
Adam was wise enough to choose, a compact Pro¬ 
vence rose thar, peeped out half ftrnotlienjd by its 
flaunting scentless neighbonrs, and held it in his 
hand—^he thought he should Ih‘ more at ease holding 
something in his hand—as he walked on to the far 
end of the garden, where he remembered there was 
the largest row of currant-trees, not far off from the 
great yew-tree arbour. 

* But he liad not gone many steps beyond the roses, 
when he hoard the shaking ol a bough, and a boy'e 
voice saying— 
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“ Now, then, Totty, hold out your pinny—there’s 
a duck.” 

The voice came from tho. boughs of a tall choyy- 
troe, where Adam had no difficulty in discerning a 
small blue-pinafored figure percliod in a commodious 
position whore the fruit was thicJvPst. Doubiloss 
Totty was below, behind the screen of peas. Yes— 
witli lier bonnet hanging down liej’ back, and her 
fat face, dreadfully smeared witli rod juice, turned 
up towards tlie clierry-troe, while she held her little 
round hole of a mouth and her rod-stained pinafore 
to receive tlie promised downfall. I am sorry to say, 
more than half the cherries that fell were haid and 
yellow instead of juicy and red ; but Totty spent nc) 
time in useless regrets, and she was already sucking 
the third juiciest wlion Adam said, “ There now, 
Totty, youVe got yonr cherries. Run into the 
house with ’em to mother—she wants you—she’s 
in tho dairy. Run in this minute—there’s a good 
little girl.” 

He lifted her up in his strong arms and kissed her 
as ho spoke, a ceremony which Totty legarded as a 
tiresome interruption to cherry-eating; and when he 
set her down she trotted off quite’ silently towards 
the house, sucking lier cliorries as s'lo went along. 

“Tommy, my lad, taki^ care yo /ic not shot for 
a litule thieving bird,” said Adam, as ho wallrcd on 
towards the currant-t”oes. 

He could see thoro was a large basket the end 
of the row; Hetty would not be far oflj and Adam 
already felt as if she were looking at him. Yet 
when he turned the corner she was standing with 
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Iier back towards bim, and stooping to gather the low- 
hanging fruit. Strange that she had not heard him 
coping I perhaps it was because she was making the 
leaves rustle. She stai-ted when she became con¬ 
scious that some one was near—started so violently 
that she dropped the basin with the currants in it, 
and then, when she saw it was Adam, she turned 
from pale to doop rod. Thiit blusli made his heart 
beat with a new happiness. Hetty liad never blushed 
at seeing him h. ^ore. 

“ I frightened you,” ho said, -with a delicious sense 
that it didn’t signify wliat ho said, since Hetty seemed 
to feel as much as ho did; “ lot me pick the currants 
up. 

Tliat was soon done, for they had onl}' fallen in a 
tangled mass on the grass-plot, and Adam, as he 
rose and gave her tiie basin again, looked straight 
into her eyes with tho subdued tenderness that be¬ 
longs to the first moments of hopeful love. 

Hetty did not turn away her eyes j her blush had 
subsided, and she met his glance with a quiet sad¬ 
ness, which contepted Adam, becjOi^o it was so un¬ 
like anything ho had seen ii^ her before. 

“There’s not many more currants to get,” she 
said; “I shall soon ha* doii*: now.” 

“ rU help you," said Adam, and ho fetched the* 
large basket which was nearly full of currants, and' 
set it close to them. 

Not a ,word more was spoken as they gathered the 
currants. Adam’s heart was too full to speak, and 
he thought Hetty knew all that was in it. She was 
not indifTorent to his presence after all; she had 
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blnshed \(hoii she saw him, and tlien there was tlial 
touch of sadiioBs about bor w&cli must surelj mean 
love, since it was the op])()site of her usual maniipr, 
which had often impressed him as indifference. And 
he could glance at her continually as she bent over 
the fniit, while the level evening sunbeams stole 
through tlie thick apple-tree bouglis, and rested on 
her round cheek and neck as if they too wore in love 
with her. It was to Adam the time that a man can 
least forget in after-life,—the time when ho believes 
that the first woman he has over loved betray s by 
a slight something—a word, a tone, a glance, the 
quivering of a lip or an eyelid—that she is at least 
beginning to love him in return. The sign is so 
slight, it is scarcely perceptible to rlie ear or eye— < 
ho could describe it to no one—it is a mere featlier- 
touch, yet it seems to have changed his whole being, 
to have merged an uneasy yearning into a delicious 
unconsciousness of everything but the present mo¬ 
ment. So much of our early gladness vanishes 
utterly from our memory: we can never recall the 
joy with which wo laid our hca^s on our mother’s 
bosom or rode on our fatlier’s back in childhood j 
doubtless that joy is wrought up iuto our nature, as 
tlie sunlight of long-past mornings (s wrought up in 
the soft mellowness of the apricot; but it is gone for 
ever from our imagination, and wo can only believe in 
the joy of childhood. But the first glad moment in 
our first lovo is a vision which returns to*us to the 
last, and brings with it a thrill of feeling intense and 
special as the recurrent sensation of a sweet odour 
breathed in a far-off hour of happiness. It is a mem- 



332 


ADAM BEDIS. 


ory that giVos a more exquisite touch to tendemesB. 
that feeds the madness of jealousy, and adds the last 
keenness to the agony of despair. 

Hetty bending over the red bunches, the level 
rays piercing the screen of apple-tree boughs, the 
length of bushy garden beyond, his own emotion as 
ho looked at her and believed that she was think¬ 
ing of him, and that there was no need for them to 
talk—Adam remembered it all to the last moment 
of his life. 

And Hetty? You kimw quite well that Adam 
was mistidmn about her, Ijike many otlior men, he 
thought the signs of love for another were signs of 
love towards himself. When Adam was approaching 
unseen by her, she was absorbed as usual in think¬ 
ing and wondering about Arthur’s possible return : 
the sound of any man’s footstcj) would liave affected 
her just in the same way—she would have feU it 
might be Arthur before she had time to see, and the 
blood that forsook her check in tlie agitation of that 
momentary feeling would have rushed back again at 
the sight of any one else just as much as at the 
sight of Adam. He was not wrong in tbi'iking that 
a change had come over Htity: the anxieties and 
fears of a first passion, with which she trem¬ 
bling, had become stiwiger than vanity, had given 
her for the first time that sense of helpless depen¬ 
dence on another’s feeling which awakens the cling¬ 
ing deprecating womanhood oven in the shallowest 
girl that can ever experience it, and creates in her a 
sensibility to kindness which found her quite hard 
before. For the first time Hetty felt that tiiere was 
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Bomeihing soothing to her in Adam’s timid yet 
manly tenderness: she wante^ to be treated lov¬ 
ingly—oh, it was very hard to boar this blank of 
absenoe, silence, apparent indifference, after those 
moments of glowing love I She was not a&aid that 
Adam would tease her with love-making and flatter¬ 
ing speeches like her other admirers : he had always 
been so reserved to her: elio could enjoy witliout 
any fear the sense tliat tliis strong brave man loved 
her and was near lior. It never entered into her 
mind that Adam was pitiable too—tha.t Adam, too, 
must suffer one day. 

Hetty, we know, Avas not the first woman that had 
behaved more gently to the man who loved her in 
vain, because she had herself begun to love another. 
It was a very old story; but Adam knew nothing 
about it, so he drank in the sweet delusion. 

“ That’ll do,” said Hetty, after a little while. 
“Aunt wants me to leave some on the trees. I’ll 
take ’em in now.” 

“ It’s very well I came to carry the basket,” said 
Adam, “ for it ’ud ha’ been too heavy for your liitlo 
arms.” • 

“No; I could ha’ carried it with both hands.” 

“Oh, I daresay,” said Adam, smiling, “and boon 
as long getting into the house as a li- tie ant carrying 
a caterpillar. Have you ever seen those tiny fellows 
carrying things four times as big as themselves ? ” 
“No,” said Hetty, indifferently, not caring to know 
the difficulties of ant-life. • 

“ Oh, I used to watch ’em often when I was a lad. 
But now, you see, I can cany the basket with one 
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arm, as if it was an empty nutshell, and you 
th’ other €irm to lean on. Won’t you? Such big 
arms as mine were made for little arms liko yours 
to lean on.” 

Hetty smiled faintly, and put her arm within his. 
Adam looked down at her, but her eyes were turned 
dreamily towards another comer of the garden. 

“Have you ever been to Eaglodalo?” she said, as 
they walked slowly along. 

“ Yes,” said Adam, pleased to have her ask a ques¬ 
tion about him ielf; “ ten years ago, when I was a 
lad, I went with father to see about some work there. 
It’s a wonderful sight—crocks and caves such as you 
never saw in your life. I never had a right notion 
o* rocks till I went tlK^re.” 

“How long did it take to get there?” 

“ Why, it took us the best part o’ two days’ walk¬ 
ing. But it’s nothing of a day’s journey for anybody 
as has got a first-rate nag. The Captain ’ud get 
there in nine or ten hours, I’ll bo bound, he’s such a 
rider. And I shouldn’t wonder if he’s l)aGk again to¬ 
morrow ; he’s too active to rest loJig in that lonely 
place, all by himself, for fhere’s nothing but a bit of 
a inn i’ tliat part where he's gone to f ,^h. 1 wish 

he’d got th’ estate in his hands ; that 'ud be the 
right thing for him, for it ’ud give lu’m plenty to do, 
and he’d do’t well to, for all he’s so young; he’s got 
better notions o’ things than many a man twice his 
age. Ho spoke very handsome to me th’ other day. 
about leading me money to set up i’ business; and if 
things came round that way, Pd rather be beholdinK,. 
to him nt>r to any man i’ the world.” 
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Poor Adam was led on to speak about Arthur be¬ 
cause he thought Hetty would be pleased to know 
that the young squire was so ready to befriend him; 
the &ct entered into his fiiture prospects, which Vhe 
would like to seem promising in her eyes. And it 
was true that Hetty listened witli an interest which 
brought a now light into her eyes and a half smile 
upon her lips. 

“How pretty the roses are now I” Adam continued, 
pausing to look at them. “See! I stole the prettiest, 
but I didna mean to keep it myself. I think these 
as are all pink, and have got a finer sort o’ green 
leaves, are prettier than tlie striped uns, don’t you ?” 

Ho set down the basket, and took the rose from 
his button-hole. 

“ It smells very sweet,” he said; “ those striped ' 
uns have no smell. Stick, it in your frock, and then 
you can put it in water after. It ’ud be a pity to let 
it Me.” 

Hetty took the rose, smiling as she did so at the 
pleasant thought that Artluu* could so soon get back 
if he liked. There was a tlaah of hope and happiness 
in her mind, and with a sudden irApulse of gaiety she 
did what slio had very often done before—stuck the 
rose in her hair a little above the h t'* ear. The ten¬ 
der admiration in Adam’s face was slightly sliadowod 
by reluctant disapproval. Hetty’s love of finery was 
just the thing that would most provoke Ids mother, 
and ho himself disliked it as much as it was possible 
for him to dislike anything that belonged tft her. 

“Ah,” he said, “that’s like the ladies in the pie- 
tttres at the Chase; tlmy’ve mostly got flowers or 
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feathers or gold things i’ their hair, but somehow I 
don’t like to see ’em \ they allays put me i’ mind o* 
the painted women outside the shows at Treddles’on 
fair. What can a woman have to set her off better 
than her own hair, when it curls so, like yours ? If 
a woman’s young and pretty, I tliink you can see 
her good looks all tlio better for her being plain 
dressed. Why, Dinah Morris looks very nice, for 
all she wears such a plain cap and gown. It seems 
to me as a wori .rn’s face doesna want flowers; it’s 
almost like a flos or itsol£ I’m sure yonrs is.” 

“ Oh, very well,” said Hetty, with a little playful 
pout, taking the rose out of her hair. “I’ll put one 
o* Dinah’s caps on when we go in, and you’ll see if I 
look better in it. She left one behind, so I can take 
the pattern.” 

“Nay, nay, I don’t want you to wear a Methodist 
cap like Dinah’s. I daresay it’s a very ugly cap, 
and T used to think when I saw her here, as it was 
nonsense for her to dross different t’ other people; 
but I never rightly noticed her till she came to see 
mother last w'fv^k, and then I thought the cap seemed 
to fit her face .sf'm<4iow as th’ aconi-cup fits th* acorn, 
and I shouldn’t like to see Lor so well without it 
But you’ve got another sort o’ fec'.e; I’d liavo you 
just as you are now, without anytiiing t' interfere 
witJi your own looks. It’s like wlicn a man’s singing , 
a good tune, you don’t want fc’ hear bells tinkling 
and interfering wi’ the sound.” 

* He took her arm and put it within his again, look¬ 
ing down on lier fondly. Ho ivas afraid she should 
thinlc ho had lectured her; imagining, as we are apt 
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to do, that she had perceived all the thoughts he had 
only half expressed. And the«thing ho dreaded most 
was lest any cloud should come over this eA^eniii^’s 
liappinesB. For the world he would not have spoken 
of his love to Hetty yet, till this oomnionoing kind¬ 
ness towards him should liave grown into unmistake- 
able love. In his imagination he saw long years 
of his future life stretching before him, blest with 
the right to call Hetty his own; he could be con¬ 
tent with very littlo at presout. So he took up the 
basket of currants once moie, and they went on 
towards the house. 

The scene had quite changed in the half-hour that 
Adam had been in the gai-den. Tlie yard was full 
of life now; Marty was letting the screaming geese 
through the gate, and wickedly provoking the gan¬ 
der by liissiiig at him ; th(j granary-door was groan¬ 
ing on its hinges fas Aliok shut it, after dealing out 
the corn; the horses tverc being led out to watering, 
amidst much barking of all the three dogs, and many 
“ whups ” from Tim tlie ploughman, as if the heavy 
animals who held down thoir meek, intelligent heads, 
and lifted their shaggy feet so deliberately, were likely 
to rush wild ly in every direction but tl le right. E very- 
body was come back from the nicad^ow; and when 
Hetty and Adam entered the hous< -place, Mr Poy- 
ser was seated in the three-cornered chair, and the 
/grandfather in the large arm-chair opposite, looking 
on with pleasant expectation while the sujjper was 
being laid on the oak table. Mrs Poysor liad Uid 
the cloth herself—a cloth made of homci'‘puji linen, 
witli a shining checkered pattern on it, and of an 
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aj^eeablc wHtoy-brown hue, such as all sensible 
housewives like to pee — none of your bleached 
“ shop-rag ” that would wear into holes in no time, 
bift good homespun that would last for two gener¬ 
ations. The cold veal, the fresh lettuces, and the 
stuffed chine, might woll look tempting to hungry 
men who had dined at half-past twelve o’clock. On 
the large deal table against the wall there were 
bright pewter plates and spoons and cans, ready for 
Alick and his < < )mpanionB ; for the master and ser¬ 
vants ate their sapper not far ofr' each other; which 
was all the pleasanter, because if a remark about 
to-morrow morning’s work occiirrcd to Mr Poyser, 
Alick was at hand to hear it. 

“ Well, Adam, I’m glad to see yo,” said Mr Poy¬ 
ser, “ Wliat! ye’ve been helping Hetty to gether 
the currans, oh ? Come, sit ye down, sit ye down. 
Wliy, it’s pretty near a three-week since y' had your 
supper with us; and the missis has got one of her 
rare stulFcd chines. I’m glad ye’re come.” 

“ Hetty,” said Mrs Poyser, as she looked into tho 
basket of currants to see if the fruit was fine, “run 
up-stairs, and send Molly down. She’s putting Totty 
to bod, and I want her to diaw th’ ale, tor Nancy’s 
busy yet i’ the daily. Yon can see to the child. 
But whativer did you let her run away from you 
along wi’ Tommy for, and stuff herself wi’ fruit ae 
she can’t eat a bit o' good victual?” 

This was said in a lower tone than usual, while 
her husfrand was talking to Adam; for Mrs Poyser 
was strict in adherence to her own rules of propriety,, 
and she considered that a young girl was not to be' 
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troated sharply in the presence of a respectable man 
who was courting her. That^would not bo fair-play : 
eveiy woman was young in her turn, and had her 
chances of matrimony, which it was a point of hoi/bur 
for other women not to spoil—just as one market- 
woman who has sold her own eggs must not try to 
balk anotlier of a oustomor. 

Hetty made haste to run away up-stairs, not easily 
finding an answer to her aunt's question, and Mrs 
Poyser went out to see after Marty and Tommy, and 
bring them into supper. 

Soon they were all seated—^tho two rosy lads, one 
on each side, by the pale mother, a place being left 
for Hetty between Adam and her undo. Alick too 
was come in, and was seated in his far corner, eating 
cold broad beans out of a large dish with his pocket-* 
knife, and finding a flavour in them which ho would 
not have exchanged for the finest pine-apple. 

“ What a time tliat gell is drawing th* ale, to bo 
sure! ” said Mrs Poysor, when she was disfiensing 
her slices of stuffed chine. “I think she sets the 
jug under and forgets to turn the tap, as there’s 
nothing you can't believe o' than wenches. they’ll 
set the empty kettle o' the fire, and then come an 
hour after to see if the water boshs.” 

“She's drawdn’ for the men too,*’ said Mr Poyser. 

Thoe shouldst ha' tohl her to bring our jug uj) first.” 

“ Told her ?'' said Mrs Poyser; “ yes, I might 
spend all the wind i' my body, an' take the bellows 
too, if I was to tell tliera gells evorythin^^ as their 
own sharpness wonna tell 'em. Mr Bede, will you 
take some vinegar with your Iciiuoe ? Ay, you're i’ 
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the right not. It spoils the flavonr o’ the chine, to 
my thinking. It’s poQT eating where the flavonr o’ 
the meat lies i’ the cruets. There’s folks as make 
bad butter, and trusten to the salt t’ hide it.” 

Mrs Poyser’s attention was here diverted by the 
appearance of Molly, carrying a large jug, two small 
mugs, and four drinking-cans, all fiill of ale or small 
beer—an interesting example of the prohonsile power 
possessed by the human hand. Poor Molly’s moutli 
was rather wid^ r open than usual, as she walked 
along with her uyes fixed on the double cluster of 
vessels in her hands, quite innocent of tlie expres¬ 
sion in her mistress’s eye. 

“Molly, I niver knew your equils—to think o’ 
your poor mother as is a widow, an’ I took yon wi’ 

' as good as no character, an’ the times an’ times I’ve 
told you ” . . • 

Molly had not seen the lightning, and the thunder 
shook her nerves the more for the want of that pre¬ 
paration. With a vague alarmed sense that she must 
somehow comport herself differently, she hastened 
her step a little towards the far deal talde, where 
she might set down* her cans—caught her foot in her 
apron, which had become untied, and loll wilh a 
crash and- a splash into a p(>ol of beer; whereupon 
a tittering explosion from Marty and Tommy, and 
a serious “EUof” from Mr Poyser, who saw bis* 
draught of ale unpleasantly del'orred. 

There you go! ” resumed Mrs Poyser, in a cut¬ 
ting tone,* as she rose and went towards the cup¬ 
board while Molly began dolefully to pick up the\ 
fragments of pottery. “It’s what I told you ud 
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come^ over and over again; and tliero’s yoiir month's 
wage gone, and more, to payrfor that jug as IVe liad 
i* the house tliis ten year, and nothing ever haj^penod 
to't before; but the (‘.rockery you’ve broke sin’ tore 
in th’ house you’ve been ’ud make a parson swear— 
God forgi’ mo for saying so; an’ if it had been boil¬ 
ing wort out o* the copper, it ’ud ha’ been the same, 
and you’d ha’ been scalded, and very like lamed for 
life, as thcire’s no Icnowing but what you will bo 
some day if you go on; for anybody ’ud tbiuk you'd 
got the St Vitus’s Dance, to see the tilings you’ve 
throwed down. It's a pity but wbat the bits was 
stacked up for you to sec, thougli it's neither seeing 
nor bearing as ’ull mak<^ iniKiliodds to you—anybody 
'ud tliiuk you war raso-bardtmed.” ^ 

Poor Molly’s tears were dropping fast by this time, 
and in her desperation at the lively niovemeiit of tlio 
beer-stream towards Alick’s legs, she was converting 
her apron into a mop, while Mrs Peyser, opening 
the Clipboard, turned a blighting eye upon her. 

‘‘Ah,” she went on, “you’ll do no good wd' cry¬ 
ing an’ malcing more wot to wi^e up. It’s all your 
own wilfiilness, as I tell you, for there’s nobody no 
call to break aiiytliing if tlny’D only go the right 
way to work. Ilut wooden folks Ltd need ha’ wooden 
tilings t’ handle. And here must 1 take the brown- 
ttnd-white jug, as it’s niver been used three times 
this year, and go down i' the collar myself, and be¬ 
like catch my death, and bo laid up wi’^iuHamma- 
tion ” • • . 

Mrs Poyser had turned round froTn the cupboard 
with the brown-and-white jug in her hand, when 
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slie caught sight of something at the other end .of 
the Mtclien; perhaps ic was because she was already 
trepibling and nervous that the apparition had so 
strong an effect on her; perhaps jug-breaking, like 
other crimes, has a contagious influence. However 
it was, she stared and started like a ghost-seer, and 
the [)rcoiou8 brown-and-white jug foil to the ground, 
parting for ever with its spout and handle. 

“Hid ever anylwdy see the liko?’’ she said, with 
a suddonly-lowc ■ od tone, after a moment’s bewildered 
glance round the room. “ The jugs are bewitched, 
I think. It’s them nasty glazed handles—they slip 
o’er the finger like a snail.” 

“ \Vliy, thee’st let tliy own whip fly i’ thy face,” 
.said her husband, who had now joined in the laugh 
of tho young ones. 

“It’s all voiy fine to look on and grin,” rejoined 
Mrs Poyser; “but tJiere’s times when tho crookeiy 
seems alive, an’ flies out o’ your hand like a bird. 
It’s like the glass, sometimes, ’uU crack as it stands. 
What is to bo broke will be broke, fDr I never 
dropped a thing f.,my life for Wcot o’ holding it, 
else I should never ha’ kepi the crocke''y all these 
’ears as X bought at my own wedding. And Hetty, 
are you mad? Whativer do you moan bj coming 
down r that way, and making oiio think as there’s a 
ghost a-walldng i’ th’ house ? ” 

A new outbreak of laughter, while Mrs Poyser 
• was spoalring, was caused, loss by her sudden con¬ 
version to a fatalistic view of jug-breaking, than by 
tliat strange appearance of Hetty, wliicli had startled 
her aunt. The little minx hod found a blaok gown 
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of her a nnt’s, and pinn&d it close round her nock to 
look like Dinah’s, had made *her hair as flat as sbo 
could, and had tied on one of Dinah’s hip^li-crowned 
borderless net-caps. The thought of Dinah’s pale 
grave face and mild grey eyes, which the sight ol 
the gown and cap brought with it, made it a laugh¬ 
able surprise enough to sec them replaced b^ 
Hetty’s round rosy checks and coquettish dark eyes. 
The boys got off their chairs and jumped ronnj^her, 
chapping their hands, and even Alick gave a low 
ventral laugh as he looked up ffom his beans. Un¬ 
der cover of the noise, Mrs Povser went into the 
back kitchen to send Nancy into tlio cellar with tht* 
great pewter measure, which had some chance oi 
being free from bewilchment. 

“Why, Hetty, lass, are yo turned Melhodist?” 
said Mr Poysor, with that comfortable slow enjoy¬ 
ment of a laugh which one only sees in stout people. 
“ You must pull your face a deal longer before you’li 
do for one; mustna she, Adam? How come you to 
put them things on, eh ? ” 

“ Adam said he liked Dinah’s cap and gown better 
nor my clothes,” said Hetty, sitting down demurely. 
“ He says folks look better in ugly clothes.” 

“Nay, nay,” said Adam, looknig at her adinir- 
“I seemed to suit Dinah. 

But if I’d said you’d look pretty in ’em, I should ha’ 
said nothing but what was true.” 

“Why, thee thonght’st Hetty wnr^ a ghost, 
didstna?” said Mr Poyser to his wife, wh * now 
came back and took her scat again. Thee louk'dsi 
as scared as scared.” 
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“ It little sinnifies Tiow I looked,” said Mrs Poy- 
ser; “ looks ’ull mend^ no jugs, nor laugliing neither, 
as I see. Mr Uede, I’m sorry you’ve to wait so long 
foi*' your alo, but it’s coming in a minute. Hake 
yourself at home wi’ th’ cohl potatoes: I know you 
like ’em. Tommy, I’ll send you to bed this minute, 
if you don't give over laughing. What is there to 
laugh at, I should like to know? I’d sooner cry 
nor laugh at tJjo sight o’ that poor thing’s cap; and 
there's them as ’ud be better if they could mako 
thoirselves like l^er i' more ways nor putting on her 
cap. It little becomes anybody i’ this house to 
make fun o’ my sister’s child, an’ her just gone 
away from us, as it went t(^ my heart to part wi’ 
her: an' I know one thing, as if trouble was to 
•’tjome, an’ I was to be laid up i’ my bod, an’ the 
children was to die — as there’s no knowing but 
what they will—an' the murrain was to come among 
the cattle again, an’ everything went to rack 
an’ ruin—I say we might be glad to get sight o’ 
Dinah’s cap again, wi’ her own face under it, l)order 
or no border. For she’s one o’ tlumi things as looks 
the brightest on a rfiiiiy day, and loves y<^in the best 
when you’re most i’ need on’t." 

Mrs I’oyser, you perceive, wme aware that nothing 
would be so likely to expel the comic as the torrihle. 
Tommy, who was of a susoopfiblo disposition, and 
very fond of his mother, and who had, besides, eaten 
so many cheiries as to have bis feelings less under 
command than usual, was so alTected by the drdad- 
ful picture she had made of the p(issible fiituro, that 
he began to cry; and the good-natured &ther, in- 
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dnlgont to all weaknesscB but those of negligent 
fenners, said to Hetty— • 

“ You’d better take the things off again, my lass ; 
it hurts your aunt to see ’em.” * 

Hetty went up-stairs again, and the arrival of the 
ale made an agreeable diversion; for Adam had to 
give hie opinion of the new tap, which could not be 
otlierwise than complimentary to Mrs Poyser; and 
then followed a discussion on the secrets of good 
brewing, the folly of stinginess in hopping, and 
the doubtful economy of a fanner’s making his own 
malt. Mrs Poyser had so many opportunities of 
expressing herself wnth woight on these subjects, 
tliat by the time supper was ended, the ale-jug 
refilled, and Mr Poyser’s pipe alight, she was once 
more in high good-humour, and ready, at Adam’s* 
request, to fetch the broken spinning-wheel for bis 
inspection. 

“ Ah,” said Adam, looking at it carefully, “ here’s 
a nice bit o’ turning wanted. It’s a pretty wheel. 

I must have it iq) at the turning-shop in the village, 
and do it there, for I’ve no convericnoti for turning 
at home. If you’ll send it to M/TJurge’s shop i’ the 
moining, I’ll get it dono for you by Wednesday. 
I’ve been turning it over in my mind,” ho continued, 
looking at Mr Poyser, “to make a 'tit more conven- 
ence at liome for nice jobs o' cabinot-niaking. I’vo 
always done a deal at mucIi little things in odd liours, 
and they’re profitable, for there’s more workmanship 
nor material in ’em. I look for me and Seth to get 
a little business for ourselves i’ that way, for I Iniow 
a man at liosseter as ’ull take as many things as we 
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should make, besides what we could get orders for 
round about.” •* 

Mr Poysor ont<^red with interest into a project 
wliich seemed a step towards Adam’s becoming a 
“ master-man; ” and Mrs Poyser gave her approba¬ 
tion to the scheme of the movable kitchen cupboard^ 
which was to be capable of containing grocery, 
pickles, crockery, and house-linen, in the utmost 
coropactness, without confusion. Hetty, once more 
in her own di ss, with her ncokorchief pushed a 
little backwards on this warm evening, was seated 
picking currants near the window, where Adam 
could see her quite well. And so the time passed 
pleasantly till Adam got uji to go. He was pressed 
to come again soon, but not to stay longer, for at 
this busy time sensible people would not run the risk 
of being sleepy at five o’clock in the morning. 

“ I shall take a step farther,” said Adam, “ and go 
on to see Mester Massey, for he wasn’t at church 
yesterday, and I’ve not seen him for a week past. 
I’ve never hardly known him to miss church before.” 

“Ay,” said Mr Poysor, “ we’v»* licarod nothing 
about him, for it’s the boys' hoUodays i*ow, so we 
can give you no account” 

“But you’ll niver think o' going there at this 
hour o’ the night ? " said Mrs Poyser, folding up her 
knitting. 

“ Oh, Mester Massey sits up late,” said Adam. 
“ An' the night-school’s not over yet. Some o’ the 
men don^t come till late—they’ve got so fiir td 
walk. And Bartle himself’s never in bed till it’s 
gone eleven.” 
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I wouldna have him to live wi’ me, then,” yaid 
Airs Poysor, “a-dropping candle-grease aboui, as 
you're like to tumble down o’ the floor tlio fii-st 
thing i* the morning." * 

“Ay, eleven o’clock’s late — it’s late,” said old 
Martmu “ I ne’er sot up so i’ my life, not to say as 
it wama a marr’in’, or a christenin’, or a wake, or 
th’ harvest supper. Eleven o’clcxjk’s late.” 

“Why, I sit up till after twelv^e often," said Adam, 
laughing, “ but it isn’t t’ oat and drink extry, it’s to 
work extiy. Good-night, Airs Poyser; good-night, 
Hetty.” 

Hetty could only smile an<l not shako hands, for 
hers were dyed and damp with cun ant-juice; but 
all the rest gave a hearty shake to the large palm 
that was held out to them, and said, “ Corno again, * 
come again 1 ” 

“Ay, think o’ that now,” said Mr Poyser, when 
Adam was out on the causeway. “ jSitting up till 
past twelve to do extry work I Ye’ll not find many 
men o’ six-an’-twentv as ’nil do to put f tho shafts 
wi’ him. If you can catch Adam for a husband, 
Hetty, you’ll ride i’ your own spring-cart some day, 
I’ll be your warrant.” 

Hetty was moving across the kitchen with the 
currants, so her uncle did not see ttie little toss of 
the head witli which she answered him. To ride in 
a spring-cart seemed a very miserable lot indeed to 
fiei now. 
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THE NIGHT SCHOOL AND THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

Bartle Massey’s was one of a few scattered honses 
on the edge of a common, wliich was divided by the 
road to Treddloston. Adam reached it in a quarter 
• of an hour after leaving the Hall Farm; and when 
he had his hand on the door-latch, he could see, 
through the cmtainloss window, that there were 
eight or nine heads bending over the desks, lighted 
by thin dips. 

When he entered, a reading lesson was going for¬ 
ward, and Bartle Massey men'ly nodded, Itjaving 
him to take his place whore he please d. Ho had 
not come for the sake of a <6S6on tevnight, and his 
mind was too full of personal matters, too fall of the 
last two hours he had passed in Hetty’s presence, for 
him to amuse himself with a book till school was 
over; so he sat down in a corner, and looked on 
with an absent mind. It ^vas a sort of scene which 
' Adam had beheld almost weekly for years; he knew 
by heart every arabesque flourish in the framed 
specimen of Bartle Massey’s liandwriting which 
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hung over the schoolmaster’s head, by way of keep¬ 
ing a lofby ideal before tlie muids of his pupils; he 
knew the backs of all the books on the siielf running 
along the whitewashed wall above the pegs for tiio 
slates; he knew exactly how many grains were gone 
out of the ear of lndian-c<^rn that hung from one of 
the rafters; he had long ago exhausted the resources 
of his imagination in trying to think how the bunch 
of leathery sea-weed had looked and grown 
native element; and from tlio place where ho sat, 
he could make nothing of the old ina}> of England 
that hung against the opposite wall, for age had 
turned it of a hue yelhjw brown, something like 
that of a well-seasoned meorscliaum. The di uiua that 
was going on was almost as familiar as the scene, 
nevertheless habit hiid not made him indiHerent to 
it, and even in his present self-absorbed mood, Adam 
felt a momentary stirring of the old fellow-feeling, 
as he looked at the rough men painfully holding 
pen or pencil witli their cramped hands, or humbly 
labouring through tlicir reading lesson. 

The reading class now seatod on tlio form in front 
of the schoolmaster’s desk, consfsted of the three 
most backward pupils. Adam woidd Lave known 
it, only by seeing Bartle Massey’s I'.^^ce as ho looked 
over his spectacles which ho had shiited to the ridge 
of his nose, not requiring them for present purposes. 
The face wore its mildest expression: the giizzled 
bushy eyebrows had taken their more acute angle 
of compassionate kindness, and l^ie moutfq habit¬ 
ually compressed with a pout of the lower lip, was 
relaxed so as to be ready to speak a helpful word 
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or syllablo in a moment This gentle expression 
was the more interesting bccanne the scliooliuaster’s 
noso, an irregular aquiline tivistcd a little on one 
side, had ratJior a formidable character; and his 
brow, moreover, had that peculiar tension which 
always impresses one as a sign of a keen impatient 
temperament; the blue veins stood out like cords 
under the transparent yellow skin, and this intimi¬ 
dating brov' was softened by no tendency to bald> 
ness, fiw the grey bristly hair, cut down to about an 
inch in length, stood round it in as close ranks as 
over. 

“Nay, Bill, nay,” Bartlo was saying in a kind 
tone, as he nodded to Adam, “ begin that again, 
and then porlmps, it’ll come to you what d, r, y, 
• spells. It’s the same lesson you read last week, 
you know.” 

“ Bill ” was a sturdy fellow, aged four-and-twenty, 
an excellent stone-sawyer, who could get as good 
wages as any man in the trade of his years; but 
ho found a reading lesson in words of one syllable 
a harder matter to deal witli tluin the hardest stone 
he had over had t<^ saw. ^Pho letters, ho complained, 
were so “uncommon alike, there was no tellm* ’em 
one from another,” the sawyer’s business not being 
oonconied with minute diiTerences such as exist be¬ 
tween a letter with its tail turned up and a letter 
with its tail turned down. But Bill had a firm 
determination that he wouid learn to read, founded 
chiefly on two reasons: first, that Tom Hazelow, 
his cousin, could read anything “ right off,” whether 
it was print or writing, and Tom had sent him a 
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letter from twenty miles off, sayin^y Low Le was 
prospering in the world, and had got an overlooker's 
place; secondly, that Sam Phillips, who sawed with 
him, liad learned to read when he was tuiTcd 
twenty; and what could bo done by a little fellow 
like Sam Phillips, Bill considered, could bo done by 
himself, seeing that he could pound Sam into wot 
day if circumstances required it. So hero he was, 
pointing his big finger towards three words at once, 
and turning his head on one side that he^ii^ht 
keep better hold with his eye of the one word which 
was to be discriminated out of the group. The 
amount of knowledge Bai-tle Massey must possess 
was something so dim and vast that Bill’s imagina¬ 
tion recoiled before it; he would hardly have ven¬ 
tured to deny that the schoolmaster might have* 
.something to do in bringing about the regular re¬ 
turn of daylight and the changes in the weather. 

The man seated next to Bill was of a vcjy 
different type; he was a Methodist brickmakor, 
who, after spending thirty years of his life in 
perfect satisfaction with his ignorance, had lately 
“ got religion,” and along with ii the desire to read 
the Bible. But with him, too, learning was a heavy 
business, and on Lis way out to-nigld he had oftbrod 
as usual a special prayer for help, seeing tliat he 
had undertaken this hard task with a single eye 
to the nourishment of his soul—that he might have 
a greater abundance of t(‘xts and hymns wherewith 
to banish ovil memories and the temptatA)ns of old 
habit j or, in brief language, the devil. For the 
brickmakor had been a notorious poacher, and was 
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suspected, though there was do good evidence 
against him, of bein|^ the man who had shot a 
neighbouring gamekeeper in the leg. However 
thftt might be, it is certain that shortly after the 
accident referred to, which was coincident w'ith the 
arrival of an awakening Methodist preacher at Tred- 
dleston, a great change had been observed in the 
brickniaker; and thougli he was still known in the 
neighbomhood bj his old sobriquet of ‘‘Brimstone,” 
thef& was nothing he held in so much horror as Miy 
farther transactiouk with that evil-smelling element. 
He was a broad-chested fellow, with a fervid temper¬ 
ament, which helped him better in imbibing religious 
ideas than in the dry process of acquiring the mere 
human knowledge of the alphabet. Indeed, he had 
•been already a lit Lie shaken in his resolution by a 
brother Methodist, who assured him that the letter 
was a mero obstruction to the Spirit, and expressed 
a fear that Brimstone was too eager for tlio know¬ 
ledge that pulfeth up. 

The tliird beginner was a much more promising 
pupil. He was a tall but thin and wify man. nearly 
as old as Brimstoiw, with a very pale face, and 
hands stained a deep blue. He was a dyer, who 
in the course of dip])ing home.spnn wool and old 
women’s petticoats, had got fired with the ambition 
to learn a great deal more about the strange secrets 
of colour, lie had already a high reputation in the 
district for his dyes, and ho was bent on discovering 
some method by which he could reduce the expense 
of crimsons and scarlets. Tho druggist at Treddle- 
Bton had given him a notion that he might save 
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himself a great deal of labour and expense if ho 
ootdd loani to read, and so luid begun to givo 
Lis spore Lours to the night-school, resolving tliat 
his ^4ittle chap" should loso no time in coming to Mr 
Massey’s day-school as soon as ho was old enough. 

It was touching to seo those tlireo big men, with 
the marks of their hard labour about thorn, anxiously 
bonding over the worn boo'ts, and painfully u\aking 
out, “The grass is groeu,” “Tho slicks are dr^,” 
“The com is lipo”—a very hard IcsHon to pass to 
after columns of single wouls all alike excui>t in 
the 6rst letter. It was almost as if three rough 
animals were making humble efforts to Icam how 
they might become human. And it touched the 
tenderest fibie in Cartle Massey’s nature, for such 
fiill-grown children as those were the only pupils ' 
for whom he had no so\ ere c 2 JilhctH, and no im¬ 
patient tones. He was not gifted with an im 2 )or- 
turbable temi)er, and on music-nights it was .aj)- 
parent that patience could never be an easy virtue 
to him; but this evening, as ho glances over his 
spectacles at IL'H' Downes, the sawj'or, who is I uni- 
ing his head on one side with f^dosperato sciisf^ of 
blankness bcfoi;e tlio letters d, r, y, his eyes shed 
their mildest and most encouraging light. 

After the reading class, two you*' is, between six¬ 
teen and nineteen, came np with imaginary bills of 
parcels, which they had been writing out on their 
slates, and wore now required to calciilalo “ off¬ 
hand”—a test which they stood with such iirqierfect 
success tliat Bartle Massey, whoso eyes Lad bf'on 
glaring at them ominously tlirougli his sp^'ctaclea 
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for some minutes, at length burst out in a bitter, 
high-pitched tone, pausing between every sentenoo 
to rap the floor with a knobbed stick which rested 
between his legs. 

“Now, you see, you don’t do this thing a bit 
better than you did a fortnight ago; and I’ll tell 
you what’s the reason. You want to loam accounts; 
that’s well and good. But you tliink all you need 
do^to learn accounts is to come to mo and do sums 
for an hour or two or three times a-week; and 
no sooner do you get your caps on and turn out of 
doors again, than you sweep the whole thing clean 
out of your mind. You go whistling about, and 
take no more care what you’re thinking of than if 
your heads wore gutters for any rubbish to swill 
through that happened to be in the way; and if 
you get a good notion in ’em, it’s pretty soon 
washed out again. You think knowledge is to be 
got cheap—^you’ll oome and pay Bai-tle Massey six¬ 
pence a-week, and he’ll make you clever at figures 
without your taking any trouble. But knowledge 
isn’t to bo got with paying sixpcuoe, let mo teU 
you: if you’re to know figurt^s, you must turn ’em 
over in your heads, and keep your thoughts fixed 
on ’em. There’s nothing you can’t turn into a sum, 
for there’s nothing but what’s got number in it— 
oven a fooL You may say to yourselves, * I’m one 
fool, and Jack’s another; if my fool’s head weighed 
four pound, and Jack’s throe pound three ounces 
and three quarters, how many pennyweights heavier 
would my lioad be than Jack’s?’ A man that had 
got his heart in learning figures would mako sums 
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for Umself, and worlc ’om in his head: when he sat 
at his shoomaking, he’d counl^ his stitches by fives, 
and then put a price on his stitches, say half a far¬ 
thing, and then see how much money ho could §et 
in an hour; and then ask himself how much money 
he’d get in a day at tliat rate; and then how much 
ten workmen would get working thi-eo, or twenty, or 
a hundred years at that rate—and all the while his 
needle would bo going just as fast as if ho leftjiis 
head empty for the devil to danco in. But tiTb long 
and the short of it is—I’ll have nobody in my night- 
school that d(n‘sn’t stj’ivc to leam what ho comes to 
learn, as hard as if ho was striving to got out of a 
dark holo into broad daylight. I’ll send no man 
away because he’s stupid: if Billy Taft, the idiot, 
wanted to kani anything. I’d not refuse to teach* 
him. But I’ll not throw away good knowledge on 
people who thiidv they can get it by the sixpenn’ortli, 
and carry it awiiy with ’em as they would an ounco 
of snufT. So never como to mo again, if ou can’t 
show that you’ve been working witli your own heads, 
instead of thinking you can pay for mine to work for 
you. That’s tlje last word I've gfbt to say to you.” 

With tliis final sentence, Baltic Massey gave a 
sharper rap than ever wdli his kii'sbbed stick, and 
the diBGOraiited lads got up to go v^ ith a sullcy look. 
The other pupils had happily only tlieir writing- 
books to show, in various stages of progress from 
pot-hooks to round text; and mere pen-strokes, how¬ 
ever perverse, were less exasperating to ifartle than 
false arithmetic. He was a little morn sevoro than 
usual on Jacob Storey’s Z’s, of which poor Jacob had 
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written a pagcfiil, all with their tops turned the 
wrong way, with a pi^zzled sense that they were not 
right “ somehow.” But he observed in apology, that 
it*was a letter you never wanted hardly, and he 
thought it had only been put there “ to finish ofiF th* 
alphabet, like, though aiiipus-and (&) would ha* done 
as well, for what ho could sec.” 

At hist the pupils had all taken their hats and 
said tiieir “Good-nights,” and Adam, knowing his 
olfmaster’s hab ’s, roso aTtd said, “Shall I put the 
candles out, Mr Massey?" 

“ Yes, my boy, yes, all but this, which rU cany 
into the house; and just lock the outer door, now 
you’re near it,” said Bartlo, getting his stick in the 
fitting angle to lieli> him in descending from his 
stool. He was no sooner on the ground than it be- 
caino obvious why the stick was necessary—the left 
leg was much shorter than tlio right. But the 
Bclioolinastcr was so activo witJi his lameness, tliat 
it was hardly thought of as a misfortune j and if you 
had seen him make liis way along the schoolroom 
floor, and up the stop into his kirchon, 3^011 would 
perhaps have understood why tlio naughty boys 
sometimes felt that his pace might be indefinitely 
quickened; and that he and lily stick might overtake 
them even in their swiftest run. 

The moment ho appeared at the kitchen door with 
the candle in liis hand, a fiiint whimpering began in 
the chimnoy-comer, and a iuown-and-tan-colourod 
t>itch, of that wise-looking breed wiili short legs and 
long body, known to an unmcchanical gonoration as 
tmns^jits, ciime creeping along the floor, wagging 
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her tail, and hesitating at every other step, as if her 
affections were painfully divided between llio ham¬ 
per in the ohimncy-comer and the master, whom she 
could not leave without a greeting. 

“Well, Vixen, well then, how are the babbios?** 
Said the schoolmaster, making haste towards the 
chimney-corner, and holding the candle over tJio low 
hamper, where two extremely blind pn2ii)ies lifted 
up their heads towards the light, from a nce^ of 
dannel and wool. Vixen couhl not even see lior 
master look at them without painful excitement: 
she got into the hamjjer and got out again tho 
next moment, and behaved with true feminine folly, 
though looking all tho while as wise as a dwarf with 
a largo old-fashioned head and body on tlio most 
abbreviated legs. 

** Wliy, you’ve got a fimily, I sco, Mr Massey ? ” 
said Adam, smiling, as lie canio into tho kitchen. 
“How’s that? I thought it was against tho law 
here.” 

“ Law ? Wliat’s the use o’ law when a man’s once 
such a fool as to let a woman into his liouse?” 
said Bartle, turning away froil 5 tho h»T,mper wilh 
some bitterness. Ho always called Vixen a woman, 
and seemed to have lost all cons' tousness that ho 
was using a figure of speech. “ If I’d known Vixen 
was a woman, I’d never have held Iho boys from 
drowning her; but wlicn I’d got her into my hand, 
I was forced to take to her. And now you sco what 
she’s brought me to—tho sly, hypocritical wench ”— 
Bartle spoke these last words in a rasping tone of 
reproach, and looked at Vixen, who poked down her 
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head and turned up her eyes towards him with a 
keen sense of opprobrium—“and contrived to bo 
brought to bed on a Sunday at church-time. Tve 
wfahed again and again I’d been a bloody-minded 
man, that I could have strangled the mother and the 
brats witli one cord.” 

“ I'm glad it was no worse a cause kept you from 
church,” said Adam. “ I was afraid you must be ill 
for the first time i’ your life. And I was particular 
sorry "not to have '’^ou at church yesterday.” 

“Ah, my boy, I know why, I know why,” said 
•Bartlo, kindly, going up to Adam, and raising his 
hand up to tlio shoulder that was almost on a level 
witli his own head. “You’ve had a rough bit o* 
road to get over since I saw you — a rough bit 
*o’ road. But I’m in hopes there are better times 
coming for you. I’ve got some nows to tell you. 
But I must get my supper first, for I’m hungry, I’m 
hungry. Sit down, sit down.” 

Bartle went into his little pantry, and brought out 
an excellent home-baked loaf; for it was his one 
extravagance in these dear times to eat bread once 
a-day instead of oa^^cake; aud he justified it by ob¬ 
serving, that what a sohoolmasl< r wanted was brains, 
and oat-cako ran too much to hone instead of brains. 
Tlion came a piece of cbocse and a quart jug with a 
crown of foam upon it. He placed them all on the 
round deal table which stood against his large ann- 
chair in the chimney-corner, with Vixen's hamper on 
one side of it, and a window-shelf with a few books 
piled up in it on the other. The tablo was as clean 
as if Vixen had been an excellent housewife in a 
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oheokered apron; so was the quarry floor; and the 
old carved oaken press, tables and chairs, which in 
those days would be bought at a high price in aristo- 
oratio houses, though, in that period of spidor-Wgs 
and inlaid cupids, Bartle had got tliom for an old 
song, were as free from dust as things could bo at 
tho end of a summer’s day. 

**Now, then, my boy, draw up, draw up. Wo’ll 
not talk about busincBs till wo’ve had our Bup]|>er. 
No man can bo wise on an empty stomach.*^ But,” 
said Bartlo, rising from his chair again, T must 
give Vixen her sui)per too, conlbund her I though, 
she’ll do noUiing with it but nourish tlioso unneces¬ 
sary babbies. That’s the way with theso women, 
they’ve got no head-pieces to nourisJi, and so their 
food all runs either to fat or to brats.” * 

He brought out of tho i)antry a disli of scraps, 
which Vixen at once fixed her eyes on, and jumped 
out of her hamper to lick up with tho utmost de¬ 
spatch. 

“ I’ve had my supper, Mr Massey,” said Adam, “ so 
I’ll look on while you eat yours. I’ve been at the 
Kail Farm, and they always hifVo thcii* supper be¬ 
times, you know: they don’t keep your Jalo liours.” 

“I know little about their home,” said Bartle, 
dryly, cutting his broad and not sblinking from tlie 
crust. “It’s a house I seldom go into, though I'm 
fond of the boys, and Martin Poysor’s a good fellow. 
There’s too many women in tlie house for me: I hate 
the sound of women’s voices; they’re always cither 
a-buzz or a-aqueak—always either a-btuK or a-squoak. 
Mrs Foysor keeps at the top o’ tho talk like a flfo; and 
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as for tlie young lassos, I’d as soon look at watem 
grubs—I know what tjaey’ll turn to—^stinging gnats, 
stinging gnats. Here, take some ale, my boy: it’s 
bebn drawn for yon—^it’s been drawn for you.” 

“ Nay, Mr Massey,” said Adam, who took his old 
friend’s whim more seriously than usual to-night, 
“don’t be so hard on the orcaturs God has made to 
be companions for us. A working man ’ud be badly 
off without a wife to see to tir’ house and the victual, 
and make things lean and comfortable.” 

“ Nonsensti I it’s the silliest lie a -sonsible man 
like you ever bcliovod, to say a woman makes a 
house comf(jrtable. It's a story got up, because the 
women are there, and something must bo found for 
’em to do. I tell you tlicro isn’t a thing under the 
"sun tliat needs to be done at all, but what a man can 
do bolter than a woman, unless it’s bearing children, 
and they do tliat in a poor make-shift way; it had 
better ha’ boon left to the men—it had hotter ha’ been 
left to the men. I toll you, a woman ’ull balce you 
a pie every week of her life, and never come to see 
that the hotter ^h’ ovon the shorter Iho time. I toll 
you, a woman ’ull ifiako your porridge ©very day for 
twenty years, and never think .)f measuring the pro¬ 
portion between the meal and the milk—a little more 
or Ipss, she’ll think, doesn’t signify ; the porridge wiU 
be awk’ard now and tlien : if it’s wrong, it’s summat 
in the meal, or it’s siimmat in the milk, or it’s summat 
in the water. Look at me I 1 make my own bread, 
and there’s no difference between one b.atch and an¬ 
other from year’s end to year’s end; but if I’d got 
any other woman besides Vixen in the house, I must 
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pray to tlie Lord every baking to give me patience 
if the bread turned out hea^. And as for cleanli¬ 
ness, my house is cleaner than any other house on 
the Common, though the half of ’em swarm vfitli 
women. Will Laker’s lad comes to help me in a 
morning, and wo get as much cleaning done in one 
hour without any fuss, as a woman ’ud get done in 
three, and all the wliilo be sending buckets o’ water 
after your anldee, and let the fender and the fire- 
irons stand in the middle o’ tlio floor half tlieTlay, for 
you to break your shins against ’em. Don’t tell me 
about Ood having made such CTeatuics to bo com¬ 
panions for us I 1 don’t say but llo might make Evo 
to bo a companion to Adam in Paradise—there was 
no cooking to be spoilt tlicie, and no other woman to 
oackh^ with and make mischic'f; though you see whfif 
mischief she did as soon as she’d an opportunity. 
But it’s an impious, uusoiiptural opinion to say a 
woman’s a hlcssing to a man now; you might as 
well say adders aijd wasps, and foxes and wild 
beasts, arc a blessing, when they’re only tho evils 
tliat Ixjloiig to tliis state o’ probation, which it’s law¬ 
ful fi)r a man to keep as clear bf as lio can in this 
life, ho2)ing to get quit of ’em for ever in another— 
hoping to get quit t)f’em for ever m auollicr,” 

Bartlo had become so excited and angry in the 
course of liis invective that he had forgotten his 
supper, and only used the knife for tlio purpose of 
rapping the table with tho haft. But towards tho 
close, the raps became so sharp and frequent, and his 
voice so quarrelsome, that Vixen felt it iuf tnnbcnt on 
Kef to Jump out of tho hamper and bark vaguely. 
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“Quiet, Vixen I” snarled Bartle, turning round 
upon her. “ You’re lj.ko the rest o’ the women— 
always putting in your word before you know why." 

Vixen returned to her hamper again in humilia¬ 
tion, and her master continued his supper in a silence 
which Adam did not choose to interrupt; he knew the 
old man would bo in a better humour when he had 
had his supper and lighted his pipe. Adam was 
used to hoar him talk in this wav, but had never 
learn eh so mui* of Bartlo’s past life as to know 
whether his view of married comfort was founded on 
experience. On that point Bartle was mute; and it 
was even a secret wliere he had lived previous to the 
twenty years in whicli, happily for the peasants and 
artisans of this neighbourhood, he had been settM 
Umong them as their only schoolmaster. If anything 
like a question was ventured on this subject, Bartle 
always replied, “ Oh, I’ve seen many places—I’ve 
boon a deal in the south ’’—and the Loamshire men 
would as soon have thought of asking for a particu¬ 
lar town or village in Africa as in “ the south," 

“Now then, ray boy," said Barilo, at last, when 
ho had poured out Ids second mug of ale and lighted 
his pipe—“ now then, wo’ll ha’.'e a little talk. But 
tell me first, have you hoard any particular news 
to-day ? ” 

“ No,” said Adam, “ not as T remornher." 

“Ah, they’ll keep it close, they’ll keep it close, 
I darosay. But I found it our. by chance; and it’s 
n6wB that 'knay concern you, Adam, else I’m a man 
that don’t know a superficial square foot from a 
flolid.” 
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Here Bartle gave a Bories of fiorco and rapid puffs, 
looking earnestly tlio wliilo Adam, Your impa¬ 
tient loquacious man lias never any notion of keep¬ 
ing his pipe alight by gentle measured puffs; hb is 
always letting it go nearly out> and then punishing 
it for that negligence. At last he said— 

“ Satchell’s got a paralytic stroke. I found it out 
from tlie lad tlioy sent to Treddleston for the doctor, 
before seven o’clock this moniing. He’s a good way 
beyond sixty, you know; it’s much if lie gets^ver it.” 

“Well,” said Adam, “I daresay tlicre’d bo more 
rejoicing than sorrow in the parish at liis being laid 
up. He’s been a selfish, tale-bearing, mischievous 
follow; but, after all, there’s nobody he’s done so 
much harm to as to th’ old Squire, Though it’s the 
Squire himself a« is lo blame—making a stupid 
fellow like that a sort o' man-of-all-woik, just to save 
th’ expense of having a proper steward to look after 
th’ estate. And he’s lost more by ill-mjmagement 
o' the woods. I’ll bo bound, than ’iid pay for two 
stewards. If he’s laid on the shelf, it’s to be hoped 
he’ll make way for a better man, but I don’t see how 
it’s like to make any difference to mo.” 

“ But I see it, but I see it,” said Barth!; and 
others besides mo. Tlio Captai'i s coming of age 
now—you know that as well as 1 do—and it’s to be 
expected he’ll have a little more voice in things. 
And I know, and you know too, wliat ’ud be the 
Captain’s wish about the woods, if there W'as a fair 
opportunity for making a change. He’s s*'>d in 
plenty of people’s hearing that he’d maLe you man¬ 
ager of the woods to-morrow, if he’d the power. 
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WHiy, Can'oU, Mr Irwine^s butler, hoard him say so 
to the parson nut many days ago. Carroll looked in 
when we were smoking our pipes o’ Saturday night 
at 'Cassou’s, and he told us about it; and whenever 
anybody says a good word for you, tiio parson’s 
ready to back it, that I’ll answer for. It was pretty 
well talked over, I can tell you, at Casson's, and one 
and another had their iling at you; for if donkeys 
sot to work to sing, you’re pretty sure what the tune 
’ll bo.’^ 

^‘Wliy, did they talk it over before Mr Burge?” 
said Adam ; “or wasn’t ho there o’ Saturday?” 

“ Oh, he wont away before Carroll came; and Cas- 
sou—he’s always for setting other folks right, you 
know—would have it Burge was tlio man to liave 
'ihe management of the woods. * A substantial man,’ 
says he, ^ with pretty near sixty years’ experience o’ 
timber: it ’ud be all very well for Adam Bede to act 
under him, but it isn’t to bo supposed the Squire ’ud 
appoint a young follow like Adam, when there’s his 
elders and betters at hand 1 ’ But I said, * That’s a 
pretty notion o' yours, Casson. Wiy, Burge is tho 
man to buy timber }• would you put tho w'oods into 
Ills hands, and let him make h's own bargains? I 
think yon don’t leave your customers to score their 
own drink, do yon? And as for ago, what that’s 
worth depends on tho quality o’ tho liquor. It’s 
pretty well known who’s the backbone of Jonathan 
Burge’s business.' ” 

'“I thaiik you for your good uroid, Mr Massey,” 
said Adam. “But, for all that, Casson was partly 
i’ tho right for once. There’s not much likelihood 
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that th’ old Squiro *ud ever consent t’ employ me! 
I offended him about two years ago, and he’s never 
forgiven me.” 

“ Why, how was that ? You never told me alAmt 
it,” said Bartle. 

“ Oh, it was a bit o’ nonsense. I’d made a frame 
for a screen for Miss Lyddy—she’s ail ays making 
sometliing with her worsted-work, you know—and 
she’d given me particular orders about this screen, 
and there was as much talking and ineasurihg as if 
we’d been planning a house. However, it was a nico 
bit o’ work, and I liked doing it for her. But, yon 
know, those little friggling things take a deal o’ time, 
I only worked at it in over-hoiu-s—often late at night 
—^and I had to go to Treddleston ow r an’ over again, 
about little bits o’ brass nails and such gc'ar; and I 
turned the little knobs and the legs, and carved th’ 
open work, after a pattern, as nico as coidd bo. And 
I was uncommon pleased with it when it was done. 
And when I took it home, Miss T^yddy sent for mo 
to bring it into her drawing-room, so as she might 
give me directions about fastening on the work— 
very fine needlework, Jacob atitl Racbel a-kissing 
one another among the sheep, like a picture—and 
th’ old Squire was sitting there, for lie mostly sits 
with her. Well, she was mighty pleased with the 
screen, and then she wanted to Imovv wliat pay she 
was to give me. I didn’t s])oak at random—you 
know it's not my way; I’d calculated pretty close, 
though I hadn’t made out a bill, and f said. One 
pibund thirteen. That was paying for tlie mator’als 
and paying me, but none too much, for my work. 



366 


ADAM BEDE. 


Th^ old Squire looked up at this, and peered in hie 
way at the screen, and said, * One pound thirteen for 
a giracrack like that 1 Lydia, my dear, if you must 
spend money on these things, why don’t you get 
them at Eosseter, instead of paying double price for 
clumsy work here ? Such things are not work for 
a caipentor like Adam. Give him a guinea, and no 
more.’ Well, Miss Lyddy, I reckon, believed what 
he told her, a id slie’s not over-fond o* parting with 
the'mohey herself—she’s not a bad woman at bottom, 
but she’s been b ought up under his thumb; so she 
began fidgeting with her iiurso, and turned as red as 
her ribbon. 13nt I made a bow, and said, *No, thank 
you, madam; I’ll make you a present o* the screen, 
if you please. I’ve charged the regular price for my 
work, and I know it’s done well; and I know, beg¬ 
ging his honour’s pardon, that you couldn’t got such 
a screen at Eosselor under two guineas. I’m willing 
to give you my work—it’s been done iu my own 
time, and nobody’s got anything to do witli it but 
mo; but if I’m paid, I can’t take a smaller price than 
I asked, because that 'ud ho like snying, Fd asked 
more than was just) With your leave, madam, I’ll 
bid you good-nriming.’ I mc-do my bow and went 
out before she’d time to say any more, for she stood 
with tho purse in her hand, looking almost foolish. 
I didn’t mean to be disrespectiu], and I spqke as 
polite as I could; but I can givo in to no man, if ho 
wants to make it out as I’m tiying to overreach him. 
And in tlie^ evening the footman brought me the one 
pound thirteen wrapped in paper. Eut since then Fve 
seen pretty clear as th’ old Squire can’t abide me.” 



THE NiaOT-SCHOOL AND THE SCHOOLMASTER. 367 


“ That’s likely enough, that’s likely enough,” said 
Bartle, moditativoly. “ Tlio only way to bring him 
round would bo to show liim what was for his own 
interest, and that the Captain may do—that the Cap¬ 
tain may do.” 

“ Nay, I don’t know,” said Adam; “ the Squire’s 
’cute enough, but it takes somothing Kdso besides 
’cutcncss to make folks see what’ll be their interest 
in the long-nin. It takes soino conscipiice and Ixjlief 
in right and wrong, I see that pretty clear.* You’d 
hardly ever bring round th’ old Squire to believe 
lifi’d gahi as inucli in a straightfor’aril way as by tricks 
and turns. And, besidc's, I’ve Jiot much mind to 
work under him; 1 don’t want to quarrel with any 
gentleman, more ]iarticular an old gentloman tujiied 
eighty, and I know wo couldn’t agree lojig. If thd 
Captain was master o’ th’ ostate, it ’ud bo difibrent: 
he’s got a conscience and a will to do right, and I’d 
sooner work for him nor for any man living,” 

“ Well, well, my hoy, if good luck knocks at your 
door, don’t you put your head out at window and tell 
it to bo gone about its business, that’s all. You 
must learn to deal wiih odd amt even in life, as well 
as in figures. I tell you now, as I told you ten years 
ago, when you pommelled young Mike Holdswoith 
for wanting to pass a bad shilling, beforo you knew 
whether he was in jest or earnest—you’re over-hasty 
and proud, and apt to set your teeth against folks 
that don’t square to your notions. It’s no ham) for 
me to bo a bit fiery and sliii'-backed: ^'m an old 
Bchoolmaster, and shall never want to jret un to a 
higher perch. 13ut whore’s the use of all the time 
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Tve spout in teaching yon writing and mapping and 
mensuration, if you’re not to get for’ard in the world, 
and show folks tlicro’s some advantage in liaving a 
head on your shoulders, instead of a turnip? Do 
you mean to go on turning up your nose at every 
opportunity, bocauso it’s got a bit of a smell about it 
tliat nobodyjfinds out but yourself? It’s as foolish^ 
as that notion o’ 3’^ours tbat a wife is to make a work¬ 
ing man com fort able. Stuff and nonsense!—stuff 
and noiiBcnso! Leave that to fools that never got 
beyond a sum ui simplo addh-ion. Simple addition 
enough I Add one fool to .moth or fool, and in six 
ye.'irs’ time six fools more—they’re all of the same 
denomination, big and little’s nothing to do with 
the sum!” 

^ During this rather heated exhortation to coolness 
and discretion the pijio had gone out, and Bartle gave 
the climax to his spec'ch by striking a light furiously, 
after which he puffed witli fierce r(‘soliition, fixing his 
eye still on Adam, who was tiying not to laugh. 

“ There’s a good deal o’ sense in what you say, 
Mr Massey,” Adam began, as so-m as ho felt quite 
serious, “ as there aKvays is. But you’ll iipve in tliat 
it’s no business o’ mine to bo building on cliances 
that may never happen. -Wiiat I’ve got to do is to 
work as well as T can with the tools and materials I’ve 
got in my hands. If a good chance comes Jx> mei. 
I’ll think 0’ what you’ve been saying; but till then, 
I’ve got nothing to do but to trust to my own hands 
'and my orfn head-picco. Pm turning over a little 
plan for Sf'.th and me to go into the oabinet-making 
a bit by ourselves, and win a extra pound or two in 
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tliat way. But it’s getting late now—it’ll be pretty 
near eleven before I’fn at bonie, and mother may 
happen to lie awake; she’s more fidgety nor usual 
now. So I’ll bid you good-night.” • 

“Well, w'oU, wo’ll go to the gate with you—it’s a 
fine night,” said Bartlc, taking up his stick. Vixen 
was at once on her legs, and without fmrlhor words 
tlie three walked out into tlio starliglit, by the side 
of Bartle’s potato-beds, to tln^ little gate. 

“Come to the niusio o' Friday night, if yfiu can, 
my boy,” said the old man, as ho closed tlie gale 
after Adam, and leaned against it, 

“Ay, ay,” said Adam, striding along towards the 
streak of pale road. Ho was the only object moving 
on the wide common. The two gnjy donkeys, just 
visible in front of the gniso bnshos, stood as still* 
as limestone iinjigc^s—as still as tlu^ grc'y-tbatchod 
roof of Iho mild cottage a littlo farther on. Bartlo 
kept his eye on the moving figure till it jiassed into 
the darkness, while Vixen, in a slate of divided alTcc- 
tion, had twice run back to the lioiiso to bestow a 
parenthetic lick on her jmpjiies. 

“Ay, ay,” muttered tJio sohrsilmaster, as Adam 
disappeared ; “ tliero you go, stalldng along—stalk¬ 
ing along; but you woiihhi’t hav(‘ been what you 
are if you hadn’t had a bit of old lame Barlle inside 
you. Jbe strongest calf must have something to 
suck at. There’s plenty of these big, luniboving 
fellows ’lid never have known their a c c, if it hadn’t 
been for Barlle Massey. Well, well, \Ixon, yon 
foolish wench, what is it, what is it? I musi gv) in, 
must I? Ay, ay, I'm never to have a will o’ rny 
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own any more. And those pups, what do you think 
I*m to do with ’em, when they’re twice as big as 
you ?—for I’m pretty sure the father was that hulk¬ 
ing bull-terrier of Will Baker’s—wasn’t he now, eh, 
you sly hussoy ? ” (Here Vixen tucked her tail be¬ 
tween her legs, and ran forward into the house. 
Subjects are sometimes broached which a well-bred 
fonial'? will ignore.) 

“ But who-*c’s the use of talking to a woman with 
bahbiekV” co .tinuod Bartle: “she’s got no con¬ 
science—no conscience; it’s all run to milk.*' 



BOOK III 




CHArTEIt XXtI. 

GOING TO THE lURTIIDAY FLAST. 

The tliirtittth of July was come, and it was one of 
those half-dozen warm days which somcjtimes occur 
in the middlo of a rainy English suininor. No min 
had fallen for tho last ihreo or four days, and the 
weather was perfect for that tin^o of the year : there 
was loss dust than usual on tho dark-green hedge¬ 
rows, and on the wild camomile that shirred tho 
roadside, yet tho grass was dry enough for tlic little 
children to roll on it, and thcro was no cloiul but a 
long dash of light, downy ripple, higli, high up in 
tho far-off blue sky, Peifoot weather fur an outdoor 
July merrymaking, yet surely not the best time of 
year to bo bom in. Nature seems to make a hot 
pause just then—all tho loveliest dowers are gone ; 
the sweet time of early growth and vaguo hoi)CB is 
past; and yet tlie time of harvest and ingathering 
is not como, and we tremble at tho 2)ossi]^le storms 
that may ruin tho precious fmit in tho moment of its 
lipeuesB. The woods are all one dark Uionolonoas 
green; the waggon-loads of liay no longer creep 
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along the lanes, scattering theii' sweet-smelling fiag- 
ments on the blackberry branches; the pastures are 
often a little tanned, yet the corn has not got its 
last splendour of red and gold; the lambs and calves 
havo lost all traces of tlieir innocent Irisky pretti- 
nessy and have become stupid young sheep and 
cows. But Ic is a time of leisure on the farm—that 
pause between hay and corn liarvcst, and so the 
fai^ners and labourers in Hayslope and Broxton 
thought the .ptain did well to come of age just 
then, wlion thtiy could give their undivided minds 
to the fiavour of the great cask of ale which had 
been browed the autumn after “the heir” was bom, 
and was to bo tapped on his twenty-first birthday. 
The air had been merry with the ringing of ohurch- 
Ibells veiy early this morning, and every one had 
made liasto to got through the needfid work before 
twelve, when it would bo time to think of getting 
ready to go to the Chase. 

The mid-day sun was streaming into Hetty’s bed¬ 
chamber, and tJjoro was no blind to temper the heat 
with which it foil on her head as she liokcd at her¬ 
self in the old specked g].)ss. Still, ^hat was the 
only glass she had in which she could soe her neck 
and arms, fur the small lianging glass she had 
fetched out of the next room—the room that had 
been Dinah’s—would show h(*r nothing below her 
little chin, and that beautifnl liit of neck where the 
roimdnoss of her cheek melted into another round- 
ness shadowed by dark delicate cui'ls. And to-day 
she thought more than usual about her neck and 
arms; for at the dance this evening she was not to 
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'wear any neckerchief, and ($lio Iiad been busy yester¬ 
day with her spotted x)iuk-aud-white frock, that sho 
might make the sleovcs either long or sliort at will. 
She was dressed now just as she was to bo in 4 he 
evening, with a tucker made of “ real" lace, which 
her aunt had lent her for tliis unparalleled occasion, 
but with no ornaments besides; slio liad even taken 
out her small round eanings which she wore ovciy 
day. But there was s(jmcthing more to bo done, 
apparently, before slio put on her iiecker<«iief and 
long sleeves, which she was to wear in the day¬ 
time, for now sho unlocked the drawer that hold 
her private treasures. It is more than a monilj. 
since wo saw her utdock that drawer bt'forc, and 
now it holds new treasures, so mueh more precious 
than the old ones that these are tlu'ust into the cor¬ 
ner. Hetty would not care to put the large coloiued 
glass earrings itdo her ears now; for see! she has 
got a beautiful pair of gold and pearls and garnet, 
lying snugly in a pretty littio box lined with white 
satin. Oh the delight of taking out tlial littio box 
and looking at the eairings! Do not reason about 
it, my philosophical reader, «nd say that Hotly, 
being very pretty, must liavo known that it did not 
signify whether she had on any ■ornaments or notj 
and that, morc^over, to look at I'^rrings whicli sho 
could not possibly wear out of her bed-rnom could 
hardly be a satisfaction, the essence of vanity being a 
reference to the impressions produced on others ; you 
will never understand women’s natures if you arc so 
excessively rational. Try rather to divest ;)ourself 
of all your rational prejudices, as much as if you were 
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studying the psychology of a canary bird, and only 
watch the movements of this pretty round creature 
as she turns her heah on ono side with an uncon- 
Bci>UH smile at, the earrings nestled in the little box. 
Ah, you think, it is for the sake of the person who 
has given them to her, and her thoughts are gone 
back now tq. the moment when they were put into 
her liaridfl. No; else why should she have cared to 
have earring?- rather thaii anything else? and I 
know that she 'lad longed for earrings from among 
all the ornameiiLS she could imagijie. 

Little, little ears ! ” Arthur had said, pretending 
to pinch them one evening, as Hetty sat beside him 
on the grass without her hat. “ I wish J hod some 
prt'tty earrings 1 ” she said in a moment, almost be¬ 
fore she knew what slie was saying—the wish lay 
so elo.se to her lips, it would flutter past them at the 
slightest breath. And the next day—^it was only 
hist week—Arthur had ridden over to Rosseter on 
purpose to buy thorn. That little wish so naively 
uttered, seemed to liiiii the prettiest bit of childish¬ 
ness ; he had never heard anythnig like it before; 
and he liad v rai^pcd iJio box up in a great many 
covers, that he might see Ile^ty unwrapping it witJi 
growing curiosity, till at las^ her eyes flushed back 
their new deligl.*'' into bis. 

No, she was not thinking most of the giver when 
she smiled at the eariings, for now she is taking 
tliem oiit of the box, not h'- press them to her lips, 
but to fasteii them in Iier ears,—only for one moment, 
to see how pretty they look, as she peeps at them in 
the glass against the wall, with flrst one position of 
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the head and then another, like a listening bird. It 
is impossible to bo wise on the subject of earrings as 
one looks at her; what should those delicate pearls 
and crystals be made for, if not for such ears ? ®no 
cannot even find fault with the tiny round hole which 
they leave when they are taken out; perhaps water- 
nixies, and such lovely things without souls, Ijave 
these little round holes in theii* ears by nature, ready 
to hang jewels in. And Mctly must bo one of them: 
it is too painful to think tJiat she is a womafi, witfi a 
woman’s destiny hofore her—a woman spinning in 
young ignorance a light web of folly and vain hopes 
which may one day close round her and press upon 
her, a rancorous poisoned garment, changing all at 
once her fluttering, trivial butterfly sensations into a 
life of deep human anguish, • 

But she cannot, keep in the ean’ings long, else sho 
may make her uncle and aunt wait. She puts them 
quickly into the box again, and shuts them up. 
Some (lay she wdE bo able to wear any ca-miigs she 
likes, and alreadv she lives in an invisible world of 
brilliant costumes, sliimmcring gauze, soft satin, and 
velvet, such as the lady’s-niafd at tJie Chase has 
shown her in Miss Lydia’s w^ardrobe: she feels tlic 
bracelets on her arms, and treads on a soft carpet in 
finut of a tall mirror. But she lias one thing in 
the drawer which sho can ventuio to w'car to-day, 
because she c,an hang it on the chain of dark-brown 
berries which she has been used to wear on grand 
days, with a tiny fiat scent-bottlo at tlfe end of it 
tucked inside her frock; and she wi^st put f»n licr 
brown berries—her neck Avould look so unllnishud 
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witliout it, Hetty was not quite as fond of the 
locket as of tlio earrings, though it was a handsome 
largo lockot, with enamelled flowers at the back 
and a beautifiil gold border round the glass, which 
showed a light-brown slightly waving lock, forming 
a background for two little dork rings. She must 
keep it und(v: her clothes, and no one would see it. 
But Hetty had another passion, only a little less 
strong than her love of finery; and that other pas¬ 
sion made her ’ ke to wear tho locket oven hidden in 
her bosom. Sue would always liAvo worn it, if she 
had dared to encounter lier aunt's (piostions about a 
ribbon round her neck. So now she slipped it on along 
her chain of dark-brown berries, and snapped tlie 
chain round her neck. It was not a very long cliain, 
6 'nly allowing tho lockot to hang a little way below 
the edge of her firocls. And now she had nothing to 
do but to put on lic-r long sleeves, her now white 
gauze neckerchief, and her straw hat trimmed with 
white to-day instead of tlie pink, which had become 
rather faded under tlio July sun. Tluit hat made 
the drop of bitterness in Hetty’s oui» lo-day, for it 
was not quite new-‘-over;ybody would see that it 
was a little tanned against the white ribbon—and 
Mary Burge, she felt sure, w ould have a now hat or 
bonnet on. SI«' looked for consolation at her fine 
white cotton stockings: they really wore very nice 
indeed, and she liad given almost all her spare money 
for them. Hetty’s dream of the future could not 
make lier insensible to triumph in tlio present; to 
be sure, Ca])tain Donnithome loved her so, that he 
would Dover care about looking at other people, but 
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tlion tliose other people didn’t know liow he loved 
her, and she wfi» not Batished to appear Bliabhy and 
iiiBignificant in their eyes even for a short space. 

The whole party was assembled in the honsc-pfaco 
when Hetty went down, all of course in their Sun¬ 
day clothes; and the bells bad been ringing so this 
morning in honour of the Oaptaiii'a* twenty-first 
birthday, and t,h{i work had all been got done so 
early, that Marh’^ and Tommy were not quite e.isy^ 
in their minds until their mc^ther had assufed them 
that going to ohurch was not part of the day’s fes¬ 
tivities. Mr Poyser had once sugg(*Rted that the 
house should be shut uj», and left to take care of 
itself; *‘for,” said he, “there’s no danger of any¬ 
body’s breaking in—e\ ('!■;) body ’ll b(‘ at the (^haso, 
thieves an’ all. If we loeJc th’ liouse up, all the iiieh 
can go: it’s a day they w'onna see t\M‘cc i’ their 
lives.” But. Mrs Poyser answert‘d with great deci¬ 
sion : “ I inwor loft the house to take care of itself 
fiinco I was a rni.ssis, and I never will. There’s 
been ill-looking tiarnps ciioo’ about the place this 
last week, to carry off every ham an’ every spoon 
we’ll got; and tlioy all collT)gne together, them 
tramps, as it’s a inorey they haiina come and 
poisoned the dogs and murdered .iS all in our beds 
afore wo knowed, somk' Friday ni^lit wlion wc’n got 
the money in th’ house to pay the men. And it’s 
like enough tlio tramps know whore we’re going as 
well as we do oursens; for if Old Harr^ wants any 
work done, you may bo sure he'll find the moa.i<J.” 

“Nonsense about murdering us in cm Ijedh,” t-aid 
Mr Poyser; “I’ve got a gun i* our room, hanna 1? 
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and thoe’st got ears as ’nd find it out if a mouse was 
gnawing the bacon. Ilowiver, if theo wouldstna be 
easy, Alick can stay at homo i’ the forepart o’ the 
day, and Tim can come back tow'rds fiyo o’clock, 
and lot Alick have his turn, Tliey may let Growler 
loose if anybody offers to do mischief, and there’s 
Alick’s dogjCtoo, ready enough to set his tooth in a 
tramp if Alicl: gives him a whik.” 

^Mis Poyser accepted this compromise, but thought 
it advisSole to h .r and bolt to the utmost; and now, 
at the last moment before starting, Nancy, the dairy¬ 
maid, was closing the shutters of the house-place, 
although the window, lying under the immediate 
observation of Alick and the dogs, might have been 
supposed the least likely to be selected for a burg- 
IhriouB attempt. 

The covered cart, without springs, was standing 
ready to carry the whole family except the men. 
servants: Mr Poyser and the grandfather sat on the 
seat in front, and within there was room for all the 
women and cliildren; tho fuller tlie cart the better, 
because then the jolting would hurt so much, 
and Nancy's broad iterson aiid thick swore an 
excellent cushion to bo pitched on. But Mr Poyser 
drove at no more than a walking pace, that thcro 
might bo as little risk of jolting as possible on tliis 
warm day; and there was time to exchange greet- 
ings and remarks with tlie foot-passengers who were 
going the same way, spoclang tho paths between 
tho green meadows and tho golden cornfields with 
bits of movable bright colour—a scarlet waistcoat 
to match the poppies tliat nodded a little too thickly 
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among the com, or a dark-blue neckerchief with 
ends flaunting across a bran-new whito smock-rrock. 
All Broxton and all Hay slope woro to bo at the 
Chase, ai^ make meny tliero in honour of “^h* 
heir;"and the old men and women, wlio liad nov'or 
been so far down this side of the Ijill for the last 
twenty years, were being brought froiu«Brnxlon and 
Hayslope in one of the farmer’s waggons, at Mr 
Irwine’s suggestion. Tlie church-bells had stnick 
Tip again now—a hist tune, before tlie ringffrs came 
down the hill to have their share in the festival; 
and before the bells had finished, other music was 
heard approaching, so that even Old Blown, the 
sober horse that was drawing Mr royscr’s cart, 
began to prick up his oars. It was the Iwxnd of the 
Benefit Club, which had mustered in all its glory f 
tliat is to say, in bright-blue sc.nfs and Idno 
favours, and carrying its banner wifh tho motto, 
“Let brotlierly love coiilinue,” encircling a pic¬ 
ture of a stone-pit. 

The carts, of course, were not to enter tho Chase. 
Every one must got down at the lodgtss, and tho 
veliiclcs must bo sent back. • 

“ Wliy, tho Chase is like a fair already,” said Mrs 
Poyser, as she got down from the cm it, and saw the 
groups scattered under the great oahs, and the boys 
running about in the hot sunshine to survey tho tall 
polos surmounted by tho flultcn'ng garments that 
were to bo tho prize of the succossfiil climbers. “ I 
should ha’ thought there wasna so many people i’ 
the two parishes. Mercy on us! how h«'t it is out 
o’ the shade I Come here, Totty, else your little 
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faco ’uU be burnt to a Bcratchin^ I Tliey might ha’ 
cooked the dinners i* that open space an’ saved the 
fires. I shall go to Mrs Best’s room an’ sit down." 

Stop a bit, stop a bit," said Mr l’oysor.j^ “ There’s 
til’ waggin coming wi’ th’ old foUcs in’t; it’ll be such 
a sight as wonna come o’er again, to see ’em get 
down an’ waiJe along all together. Yon remember 
some- on ’em i’ their j.>rimo, oh, father ? ’’ 

ay," Mtid old Marlin, walking slowly under 
the shade of l lO lodge porch, from which ho could 
SCO the aged party descend. “1 remember Jacob 
Taft walking fifty mile after the Scotch raybels, when 
they turned back from Stonilon.” 

Ho felt himself quite a youngster, with a long life 
before him, as he saw the Ifayslopo patriarch, old 
Veyther Taft, desrjond from the waggon and walk 
towards liim, in his brown nightcap, and leaning on 
his two sticks. 

“Well, Mostcr Taft,” shouted old Martin, at the 
utmost stretch of his voice,—for though ho knew 
the old man was stone deaf, ho could not oiiiil tlie 
propriety of a griiotiiig,—“you’ll hca-'ty yet. You 
can enjoy yoursou to-da^. for-all yo •'* o nim'ty an’ 
bei ter.” 

“Your sarvant, mesters, your sarvant," said Fey- 
ther Taft in a treble tone, perceiving that he was in 
company. 

The aged group, under care of sons or daughters, 
themselves worn and grey, passed on along the least- 
winding carriage-road towards the house, where a 
special table was prepared for them ; while the Poy- 
ser party wisely straok across the grass under the 
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shade of the great trees, but not out of view of the 
house-front, with its sloping lawn and flower-bods, 
or of tlie pretty stiiped marquee at the edge of the 
lawn, standing at right angles with two larger niar- 
quees on each side of tlin open green space where 
the games were to bo played. The house would 
have been nothing but a plain square maTision of 
Queen Anne’s time, but for the remnant of an old 
abbey to which it was urn ted at one end, in much 
the same way as one may Roinntiinos a new 
farmhouse rising high and piim at the (md of older 
and lower farm-onices. The fine old leninaut stood 
a little backward and under the shadow of tall 
beeches, but the sun was now on the taller and 
more advanced front, the blinds were all down, and 
tlie house seemed asleep in tlio hot mid-day: it 
made Hetty quite sad to look at it: Aitliur must 
be somewhere in the back rooms, with llio grand 
company, where ho could not possibly know that 
she was come, and she should not see him for a long, 
long while—not till after dinner, when they said ho 
was to come np and mako a speed i. 

But Hetty was wrong in paft of her conjcctnro. 
No grand company was como exe<‘pt the IiAvines, 
for whom the carriage had been sent early, and 
Arthur was at that moment not in a back room, 
but walking with tho Bector into tho brwrd stone 
cloisters of the old abbey, where the long tables 
were laid for all tho cottage tenants and the farm- 
servants. A very handsome young Briton ho looked 
to-day, ill high spirits and a bright-bhh* frock coat, 
tho highest mode—his arm no longer iu a sling. So 
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o 2 )en-lookhig and candid, too; but candid people 
have their secrets, and socrots leave no lines in 
young faces. 

<('Upon my word,” ho said, as they entered the 
cool cloisters, **' I think the cottagers have the best 
of it: thesci cloisters make a delightful dining-room 
on a hot dajv 'J’hat was capital advice of yours, 
Irwiu>s about the dinners—to let tliciu bo as orderly 
and comfortable as possible, and only for tho ten¬ 
ants: es^/eciali ' as I had otily a limited sum after 
all; for though my grandfather talked of a carte 
hlanche^ lie couldn't niake up his mind to trust me, 
when it came to the point.” 

“Never mind, you'll give more 2>leasiire in this 
quiet way,” said Mr Irwine. “In this sort of thing, 
peojdo are constantly confounding liberality with 
riot and disorder. It sounds very grand to say 
that HO many Rboej> aiid oxen were roasted whole, 
and eveiybody Jito who liked to come; but in the 
end it generally hapj)ons that no otui lias had an 
enjoyfible meal. If the pco}ile got a good dinner 
and a moderalo quantity f'f ale in llio middle of the 
day, thoy’ll l*e able to enjm^ tho gfim'"« as the day 
cools. You can’t hinder som i of tlieio fiom getting 
too much towards evening, but drunla'iiuess and 
darkness go bciter together than dnmlccrness and 
daylight.” 

“Well, I liojie there won’t be miieb of it. I*ve 
kc 2 >t the Treddleston people away, by having a feast 
for them in the town; and I’ve got Casson and 
Adam Bede, and some other good fellows, to look 
to the giving out of ale in the booths, and to take 
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care things don*t go too far. Come, let ub go up 
above now, and see the dinner^tables for the largo 
tenants.” * 

They went up the stone staircase leading simply 
to the long gallery above the cloisters, a gallery 
where all the dusty worthless old pictures had been 
banished for the last three generat^ns — mouldy 
portraits of Queen Elizabeth and lier ladies, General 
Monk with his eye knocked out, Daniel very much 
in the dark among the lions, and Julius<lscBar'on 
horseback, with a high nose and laurel crown, hold¬ 
ing his CommontarioB in liis hand. 

“ Wliat a capital thing it is that they saved this 
piece of the old abbey! ” said Arthur. “ If I’m over 
master heie, I shall do up the galleiy in first-iate 
style: w'c’vo got no room in tho house a third &s 
largo as this. Iliat second table is for tlie farmers’ 
wives and cliildien: Mrs Best said it would be more 
comfortable for tho mothers and cliildren to be by 
themselves. 1 was determined to liave the children, 
and make a regular family tiling ot it. 1 shall bo 
''the old squire” to tliose little lads and lassos 
some day, and they’ll tell their children what a 
much finer young fellow I was than my own son. 
There’s a table for tho women and children below 
as well. But you will see them all—you will come 
up with mo after dinner, I hope?” 

"Yes, to be sure,” said Mr Irwine. wouldn’t 
miss your maiden speech to the tenantry.” 

" And there will be somotliing else jJbu’ll like to 
hear,” said Arthur. "Lot us go into the library uiiil 
I’ll tell you all about it while my grandfather is in 
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the drawing-room with the ladies. Something that 
will surprise you,” he oontinued, as they sat down. 

My grandfather has come round after alL” 

** What, about Adam ? ” 

** Yes; I should have ridden over to tell you about 
it, only I was so busy. You know I told you I had 
quite given arguing the matter with him—I 
thought it was hopeless; but yesterday morning 
he asked me to come in here to him before I went 
out, and' astoi 'shed mo by saying that he bad 
deoided on all the now arrangehients he should 
make in consequence of old Satchell being obliged 
to lay by work, and that ho intended to employ 
Adam in superintending the woods at a salary of 
a guinea a-week, and the use of a pony to be kept 
hero. I believe the secret of it is, he saw from the 
first it would be a profitable plan, but ho had some 
particular dislike of Adam to get over—and besides, 
the fact that I propose a thing is generally a reason 
with him for rejecting it. There’s the most curious 
contradiction in my grandfikther: I know he means 
to leave me all the money he h.^s saved, and he is 
likely enough to have cut off poor Aunt Lydia, who 
has been a slave to him ali her life, with only five 
hundred a-year, for the sake of giving mo all the 
more; and yet 1 sometimes think he positively hates 
mo because I’m his heir. I believe if 1 were to break 
my neck, he would feel it the greatest misfortune that 
could befall him, and yet it seems a pleasure to him 
to make life a series of petty annoyances.” 

“ Ah, my boy, it is not only woman’s love that is 
avipwos ipw, as old ^schylus oaHs it. There’s 
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plenly of * unloving lovo’ in the world of a mas¬ 
culine kind. But tell me about Adam. Has he 
accepted the post ? I don’t*see that it can bo mucb 
more profitable than his present work, though, to bo 
sure, it will leave him a good deal of time on his own 
hands.” 

“Well, I felt some doubt about it^when I spoke 
to him, and he seemed to hesitate at first. His 
objection was, tliat ho thought ho should not bo 
able to satisfy my grandHitlier. But 1 bagged SiCi 
as a personal fiivour to nto not to let any reason 
prevent him from accepting the place, if ho really 
liked the employment, and would not bo giving up 
anything that was more profitable to him. And ho 
assured me he should like it of all tilings ;—it would 
be a great sto]) forward lor him in business, and it 
would enable him to do what he had long wished to 
do—to give up working for Burge. lie says he 
shall have plenty of timo to Biiperiutcnd a httlo 
business of his own, which he and Seth will carry 
on, and will perhaps be able to enlarge by degrees. 
So ho has agreed at last, and I have arranged that 
he shall dine with the largi^ tenants to-day; and I 
mean to announce the appointment to them, and 
ask them to drink Adam’s hodth. It’s a little 
drama I’vo got up in honour of my friend Adam. 
He’s a fine fellow, and 1 like the opportunity of 
letting people know that I think so.” 

“ A drama in which friend Arthur piques himself 
on having a pretty part to play,” said Mr Irwine, 
smiling. But when ho saw Arthur coloiir, he went 
on rclentingly, “ My part, you know, is always tliat 
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of the old Fogy who sees nothing to admire in the 
young folks. 1 don’t like to admit that I’m proud 
of my pupil when he d6es graceful things. But 1 
must play the amiable old gentleman for- once, and 
second your toast in honour of Adam. Has your 
grandfather yielded on the other point too, and 
agreed to hav^ a respectable man as steward?” 

** Oh no,” said Arthur, rising horn his chair with 
an air of impatience, and walking along the room 
with his hands in his pockets. “He’s got some 
project or other about letting the Ghase Farm, and 
bargaining for a supply of milk and butter for the 
house. But I ask no questions about it—it makes 
me too angry. I believe he means to do all the 
business himself, and have nothing in the sliape 
steward. It’s amazing what energy he has, 
though.” 

“Well, wo’ll go io the ladies now,” said Mr 
Irwine, rising too. “I want to tell my mother 
what a splendid throne you’ve prepared for her 
under the marquee.” 

“Yes, and we must be going to luncheon too,” 
said Arthur. “ Tt must be two o’clock, for there 
is the gong begimiing to found for tiio tenants’ 
dinners.” 
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When Arlara heard that lie was to dine up-stairs 
with the large lenaiits, he felt rallier unconifortablo 
at the idea of being exalted in ibis way above Ins 
mother and Seth, who wore to dine in the cloisters 
below. But Mr Mills, tlie butler, assured him that 
Captain Donuithoriie had given particular orders about 
it, and would be very angry if Adam was not there. 

Adam nodded, and went up to Seth, who was 
standing a few yards olf. *‘Scth, lad,” ho said, 
“ the Captain has sent to say I’m to dine up-stairs 
—^he wishes it particular, Mr Mills says, so I 6iij>po8e 
it 'ud be behaving ill for mo not to go. But I don't 
like sitting up above thee and mother, as if I was 
better than my own flesh and blood. Thee’t not 
take it unkind, I hope?” 

“Nay, nay, lad,” said Seth, “thy honour’s our 
honour; and if tliee get’st respect, theo’st won it 
by thy own deserts. The further I see thee above 
me, the better, so long as thee feerst like a brother 
to me* It’s because o’ thy being appointed over the 
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woods, and it's nothing bnt what’s right. That's a 
place o’ trust, and theo’t above a common workman 
now.” 

“Ay,” said Adam, “but nobody knows a word 
about it yet, I haven’t given notice to Mr Burge 
about leaving him, and 1 don't like to tell anybody 
else about it ^jefore he knows, for he’ll be a good 
bit hurt, I doubt. People 'ull be wondering to see 
V'a,,there, and they’ll like enough be guessing the 
reason, and ask ng questions, for there’s been so 
much talk up and down about my having the place, 
this last three weeks.” 

“ Well, thee canst say thee wast ordered to come 
without being told the reason. That’s the truth. 
And motlior 'ull be fine and joyful about it. Let's 
go and tell her.” 

Adam was not the only guest invited to come 
up-stairs on other grounds than the amount he con¬ 
tributed to tliG rent-roll. There were other people 
in the two parishes who derived dignity firom their 
functions rather than from their pocket, and of tijcso 
Bartle Massey was one. Ilis lamo ^aalk was rather 
slower tlian usual oh this warm daj, so Adam 
lingered behind when the bell rang for dinner, 
that he might walk up with his old friend; for 
ho was a little too shy to join the Poyser party 
on this public occasion. Ox^porturiities of getting 
to Hetty’s side would be sure to turn up in tlio 
'course of the day, and Adam contented himself witli 
that, for he disliked any risk of being “joked” about 
Hetty;—the big, outspoken, fearless man was very 
shy and difiident as to his love-making. 
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‘*Well, Mester Massey,” said Adam, as Bartle 
came up, “Tm going to dine up-stairs with you 
to-day: the Captain’s sent %ie orders.” 

“AhI” Said Bartlo, pausing, with ono hand on 
his back. “Then there’s something in tlie wind 
—^there's something in the wind. Have you heard 
anything about what the old Squire means to do ? ” 
“Why, yes,” said AdaA, “I'll tofl you what I 
know, because I believe you can keep a still tongue 
in your head if you like , and I hope you’ll not flJi. 
drop a word tilltt’s common talk, for I’ve particular 
reasons against its being known.” 

“ Trust to me, my boy, tinist to me. I've got no 
wife to worm it out of me and then run out and 
cackle it in evorvbody's heai'ing. If you trust a 
man, lot him bo a bachelor—let him be a bachelor*” 

“ Well, then, it was so far settled yesterday, that 
I’m to take the management o’ the woods. The 
Captain sent for me t' oftbr it me, when I was see¬ 
ing to the poles and things hero, and I’ve agreed 
to’t. But if anybody asks any questions up-stairs, 
just you take no notioo, and turn tlie talk to some¬ 
thing else, and I'll be obligej to you. Now, let us 
go on, for we’re pretty nigh the last, I think.” 

“I know what to do, never fear,” said Bartle, 
moving on. “ The news will be good sauce to my 
dinner. Ay, ay, my boy, you’ll get on. I’ll back 
you for an eye at measuring, and a head-piece for 
figures, against any man in this county; and you’ve 
had good teaoliing—^you’ve had good teaching ” 
When they got up-stairs, the quc'Kfion which 
Arthur had left unsettled, as to who was to bo 
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president, and who yice, was still nnder discussion, 
80 that Adam’s entrance passed without remark. 

It stands to Bonse,"* Mr Casson was saying, as 
old*Mr Poyser, as is th’ oldest man i’ the room, 
should sit at top o’ the table. 1 wasn't butler fifteen 
year without learning the rights and the wrongs 
about dinner.” 

“Nay, nay,” said old Martin, “I’n gi’on up to my 
son; I’m no ttmant now: let my son take my place. 
ITi ould foulke ^la* had their turn; they inun make 
way for the young uns.” * 

“ I should ha’ thought the biggest tenant had the 
best right, more nor th’ oldest,” said Luke Britton, 
who was not fond of the critical Mr Poyser; “ thero’s 
Mester Holds worth has more land nor anybody else 
OD th’ estate.” 

“Well,” said Mr Poyser, “suppose we say the 
man wi’ the foulest land shall sit at top; then who< 
ever gets th’ honour, there’ll be no envying on 
him.” 

“ Eh, here’s Moster Massey,” said Mr Craig, who, 
being a neutral in the dispute, had no i itercst but 
in conciliation; “the sohoohnastor oiighi to be able 
to tell you what’s right. Wlio's to sit at top o’ the 
table, Mr Massey ? ” 

“ Why, the broadest man,” said Bartlo; “ and then 
he won’t take up other folks’ room ; and the next 
broadest must sit at bottom.” 

This happy mode of settling the dispute produced 
much laugbttr—a smaller joke would have sufficed 
for lliat. Mr Casson, however, did not feel it com* 
patiblo with his dignity and superior knowledge 
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to join in the laugh, until it turned out that he was 
fixed on as the second broadest may. Martin Poy- 
ser the younger, as the broSdest, was to be presi¬ 
dent, and Mr Casson, as next broadest, was tc^ be 
vice. 

Owing to this arrangement, Adam, being, of course, 
at the bottom of the table, foil imder t^e immediate 
observation of Mr Casson, who, too much occupied 
with the question of precedence, had not hitherto 
noticed his entrance. Mr Casson, we have seen, 
considered Adanf “rather lifted up and peppery- 
like^: ” he thought the gentry made more fuss about 
this young carpenter than was necessary; they made 
no fuss about Mr Casson, although ho had been an 
excellent butler for fifteen years. 

“Well, Mr Bode, you'ro one o’ them as mounfs 
hup’ards apace,” ho said, wlien Adam sat down. 
“You’ve niver dined here before, as I remember.” 

“ No, Mr Casson,” said Adam, in his strong voice, 
that could bo heard along the table; “ I’ve never 
dined hero before, but T come by Captain Donni- 
thome’s wish, and I hope it’s not disagreeable to 
anybody here." • 

“Nay, nay,” said several voices ot once, “weVo 
glad ye’ite come. Who’s got anything to say again’ 
it?” 

“And ye’ll sing us ‘Over the hills and far away,’ 
after dinner, wonna ye ? ” said Mr CliOAvno. “ That’s 
a song I'm uncommon fond on.” 

“ Peeh * ” said Mr Craig; “ it’s not td be n imed 
by side o the Scotch tunes. I've never caiud about 
singing myself; I've had something better to do. A 
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man that's got the names and the natur o’ plants 
in’s head isna ^likely to keep a hollow place t’ hold 
tunes in. But a secotid cousin o’ mine, a drovier, 
w{M3 a rare hand at remembering the Scotch tunes. 
He’d got nothing else to think on.” 

“ The Scotch tunes ! ” said Bartle Massey, con¬ 
temptuously^ “I've heard enough o' the Scotch 
tunes to last me while i live. They're fit for noth¬ 
ing but to frighten the birds with—that’s to say, the 
Tvoglish tibirds, foi the Scotch birds may sing Scotch 
for what I know. Give the lads a bagpipes instead 
of a rattle, and I’ll answer for it the corn ’ll be safe.” 

“Yes, thore's folks as find a pleasure in under- 
vallying what they know but little about,” said Mr 
Craig. 

I “ Why, the Scotch tunes are just like a scolding, 
nagging woman,” Bartle went on, without deigning 
to notice Mr Craig's remark. “They go on with 
tlie same thing over and over again, and never come 
to a reasonable end. Anybody 'ud think the Scotch 
tunes had always been asking a question of some¬ 
body as deaf as old Tafit, and ha«^ never got an 
answer yet.” r. 

Adam minded tbo less about fitting by Mr Casson, 
because this position enabled him to see Getty, who 
was not &r off him at the next table. Getty, how¬ 
ever, had not even noticed his presence yet, for she 
was giving angry attention to Totty, who insisted 
pn (hawing up her feet on to the bench in antique 
fashion, an£ thereby threatened to make dusty marks 
on Hetty’s pink-and-white frock. No sooner were the 
little fat legs pushed down than up they came again, 
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for Totty’s eyes were too busy in staring at the large 
dishes to see where the plmn-puddi^g was, for her 
to retain any conscionsness of her legs. Hetty got 
quite out of patiencej and at last^ with a frown and 
pout, and gathering tears, she said— 

Oh dear, aunt, I wish you’d speak to Totty; she 
keeps putting her legs up so, and messing my 
frock.” 

** What’s the matter wi’ the child? She can niver 
please you,” said tlie mother. “ Let her corjie by the* 
side o’ me, tlien: T can put up wi’ her.” 

Adam was looking at Hetty, and saw the frown, 
and pout, and the dark eyes seeming to grow larger 
with pettish half-gatlierod tears. Quiet Mary Burge, 
who sat near enough to see that Hetty was cross, 
and tliat Adam’s eyes were fixed on her, thouglit 
tliat so sensible a man as Adam must be reflecting 
on the small value of beauty in a woman whose 
temper was bad. Mary was a good girl, not given 
to indulge in evil feelings, but she said to herself, 
that, since Hetty had a bad temper, it was better 
Adam should know it. And it was quite true, that 
if Hetty had boon plain she wauld have looked very 
ugly and unamiable at that moment, and no one’s 
moral judgment upon her would ha' e been in the 
least beguiled. But really there was something 
quite charming in her pettisliness: it looked so 
much more like innocent distress than ill-humour; 
and the severe Adam felt no movement of disappro¬ 
bation ; he only felt a sort of amused pity, as if he 
had seen a kitten setting up its back, or a little bird 
with its feathers ruffled. He could not gather what 
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was vexing ber, bnt it was impossible to him to feel 
otherwise thax) that she was the prettiest thing in 
the world, and that if lie could have his way, nothing 
shbuld ever vex her any more. And presently, when 
Totty was gone, she caught his eye, and her fece 
broke into one of its brightest smiles, as she nodded 
to him. It ^as a bit ^f flirtation. she knew Mary 
Burge was looking at them. But the smile was 
like wine to Adam. 
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CHAPTEE XXIV. 

THE HEALTH-DRTNKING. 

When the dinner was over, and the first draughts 
from the grecat cask of birthday ale were brought 
up, room was made fi'r the broad Mr Toysor at tlie 
side of the table, and two chairs wore placed at thc^ 
head. It had been settled very definitely what Mr 
Poysor was to do when the young Squire should 
appear, and for the last five minutes he had been 
in a state of abstraction, with his eyes fixod on the 
dark picture opposite, and his hands busy witli the 
loose cash and othor articles in his brceohcsqiockets. 

Wlien the young Squire cntqjied, wiili Mr liwine 
by his side, every one stood up, and this moment of 
homage was very agreeable to Arthur. He liked to 
feel his own importance, and besides jliat, he cared 
a great deal for the goodwill of these people: he 
was fond of thinking that they had a liearty, special 
regard for him. The pleasure he felt was in his face 
as he said— • 

‘*My grandfather and I hepe all our frietnh here 
have enjoyed their dinner, and find my birtliday ale 
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good. Mr Irwine and I are come to taate it with 
70U, and I an) sure we shall all like anything the 
better that the Rectol* shares with us.’’ 

^11 eyes were now turned on Mr Poyser, who^ 
witli his hands still busy in his pockets, began with 
the deliberateness of a slow-striking clock. “Cap¬ 
tain, my nc^hbours have put it upo* me to speak 
for ’em to-day, for where folks think pretty much 
alike, one sp«)kesman’s as good as a score. And 
though ‘ we’ve mayhappen got contrairy ways 0’ 

' thmking about a many things—one man lays down 
his land one way, an’ another another—an' I’ll not 
take it upon me to speak to no man’s farming, but 
my own—this I’ll say, as wc’ro all 0’ one mind about 
our young Squire. We’ve pretty nigh all on us 
'known you when you war a little un, an’ we’ve 
niver kno^vn anything on you but what was good 
an’ honorable. You speak £ur an’ y’ act fair, an’ 
we’re joyful when we look forrard to your being 
our landlord, for wo b’Hevo you mean to do right 
by everybody, an’ ’nil make no man’s bread bitter 
to him if you can help it. That’« what I mean, an* 
that’s what we all < mean; and when a man’s said 
what he means, he’d better stop, for tii ale ’uU be 
none the better for stannin'. An’ I’ll not say how 
we like th’ ale yet, for we couldna well taste it till 
we’d drunk your health in it; but tlie dinner was 
good, an’ if there’s anybody hasna enjoyed it, it 
must be the fault of his ow'ii inside. An’ as for the 
BeeWs Company, it’s well know'u as that’s welcome 
t* all the parish wherever he may be; an’ I hope, 
an’ we all hope, as he’ll live to see us old folks, an’ 
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our diildren grown to men an^ womeo, an’ your 
honour a &mily man. I’ve no morofto say as con¬ 
cerns the present time, an’ so^we’ll drink our young 
jSquire’s health—tlireo times three.” '•* 

Hereupon a glorious shouting, a rapping, a jing¬ 
ling, a clattering, and a shouting, with plentiful da 
capo, pleasanter than a strain of sublim^st music in 
the ears that receive such a tribute for the first time. 
Artliur had felt a twinge of conscience during Mr^ 
Poyser’s speech, but it was too feeble to ndllify the 
pleasure he felt ih being praised. Did he not do-* 
serve what was said of him on the whole ? If there 
was something in his conduct that Poyser wouldn’t 
have liked if ho had known it, wh^, no man’s con¬ 
duct will bear too close an inspection; and Poyser 
was not likely to know it; and, after all, what had 
he done ? Gone a little too far, perhaps, in flirtation, 
but another man in his place would have acted mucli 
worse; and no harm would come—no harm should 
come, flDr the next time he was alone with Hetty, 
he would explain to her that she must not think 
seriously of him or of what had passed. It was 
necessary to Arthur, you perceive, to bo satisfied 
with himself: uncomfortablo thought« must be got 
rid of by good intentions for the fut nre, which can 
be formed so rapidly, that he had tiiiio to be uncom¬ 
fortable and to become easy again before Mr Poy- 
sor’s slow speech was finished, and when it was time 
for him to speak ho was quite light-hearted. 

**1 thank you all, my good firiends find neigh¬ 
bours,” Arthur said, “for the good opinion of me, 
and the kind feelings towards me which Mr Poyser 
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has been expressing^ on your behidf and on his o^, 
and it will alv^ays be my heartiest wish to deserve 
them. In the course Of things we may expect that, 
if JL live, I sliall one day or otlier be your landlord; 
indeed it is on the ground of that expectation that 
my grandfather has wished me to celebrate this day 
and to come^among you now; and I look forward to 
this position, not merely as one of power and plea¬ 
sure for myself, but as a means of benefiting my 
Neighbours. 11 hardly becomes so young a man as 
J am, to talk mucli about farming to you, who are 
most'^of you so much older, and are men of experi¬ 
ence ; still, I have interested myself a good deal in 
such matters, and learned as much about them as 
my opportunities have allowed; and when the 
course of events shall place the estate in my 
hands, it will be my first desire to afford my ten¬ 
ants all the eiicouiv’gemcnt a landlord can give 
them, in improving thoir land, and liying to bring 
about a better practice of husbandry. It will be my 
wish to 1)0 looked on by all my deserving tenants 
as tlieir best fViond, and nothing would make me so 
happy as to ho ablQ, to respect every man on the 
estate, and to 1)C respected Ir/ him in return. It is 
not my place at present to enter into particulars ; I 
only meet your good hopes oonceming mo by telling 
you that my own hopes corrt^-spoud to them—that 
what you expect from me T desire to fulfil; and I 
am quite of Mr Poyser’s opuiiou, that wlien a man 
lias said what he means, he had better stop. But 
the pleasure I feel in having my own health drunk 
by you would not be perfect if we did not drink the 
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health of my grandfather, who has filled the place of 
both parents to me. 1 will say no ijiore, until you 
have joined me in drinking his health on a day when 
he has wished me to appear among you as the fut^we 
representative of his name and family.” 

Perhaps there was no one present except Mr 
Irwine who thoroughly understood and approved 
Arthur’s graceful mode ot* proposing his grand- 
&ther’s health. The farmers thought the young 
Squire knew well enough that they hateA the ola* 
Squire, and Mrs Poyser said, “he'd better not ha’i 
stirred a kettle o’ sour bioth.” The bucolio Vnind 
does not readily apprehend the refinements of good 
taste. But the toast could not bo rejected, and when 
it had been drunk, Arthur said— 

“I thank you, ])oth for my grandfather and my*- 
self; and now there is one more thing I wish to toll 
you, that you may share my pleasure about it, as I 
hope and believe you will. I think there can bo no 
man here who has not a respect, and some of you, 1 
am sure, have a very high regard, for my iriond 
Adam Bede. It is well known to every one in tliia 
neighbourhood that there is no^man whoso word can 
be more depended on tlian his; tlu^t whatever he 
undertakes to do, he doe's well, and as careful for 
the interests of those who employ him as for his 
own. I’m proud to say that I was veiy fond of Adam 
when I was a little boy, and I have never lost my 
old feeling for him—I think that shows that I know 
a good follow when I find him. It harfMoiig be«n 
my wish that he should have the raanagcnicut of 
the woods on ttio estate, which happen to be very 
VOL, I. 2 C 
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valuable; not only because I think so highly of his 
oharaoter, but ^jecause he has the knowledge and 
the skill which fit hiifl for the place. And 1 am 
happy to tell you that it is my grandfather’s wish 
too, and it is now settled that Adam shall manage 
the woods—a change which I am sure will be very 
much for th^ advantage of the estate; and 1 hope 
you will by-and-by join me in drinking his health, 
and in wishing him aU the prosperity in life that he 
Seserves.* But 'here is a still older friend of mine 
than Adam Bede present, and 1 ileed not tell you 
that i, is Mr Irwine. I’m sure you will agree with 
me that wo must drink no other person’s health until 
wo have drunk his. I know you have all reason to 
love him, but no one of his parishioners has so much 
i^ason as 1. Come, charge your glasses, and let us 
drink to our excellent Rector—three times three I ” 
This toast was drunk with all tlie enthusiasm that 
was wanting to the last, and it certainly was the 
most picturesque moment in the scene when Mr 
Irwine got up to speak, and all the faces in the 
room were turned towards him. The superior re¬ 
finement of his face «was much more striking than 
that of Arthur’s when seen ii< comparison with the 
people round them. Arthur^s was a much commoner 
British face, and the splendour of his now-fashioned 
clothes was more akin to the young farmer’s taste in 
costume than Mr Irwine’s powder, and the well- 
brushed but well-worn black, which seemed to be 
his chosen &uit for great occasions; for he had the 
mysterious secret of never wearing a new-looking 
coat. 
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This is not the first time, by a great many,” he 
said, that I have had to thank my parishioners for 
giving me tokens of their goodwill, but neighbourly 
kindness is among those things that are the more 
precious the older they get. Indeed, our pleasant 
meeting to-day is a proof that when what is good 
comes of age and is likely to live, there is reason for 
rejoicing, and the relatioif between us as clergyman 
and parishioners came of ago two years ago, for it is 
three-and-twenty years since I first came among you, 
and I see some ■tall fine-looking young men here, as 
well as some blooming young women, that #ere far 
from looking as pleasantly at mo when I christened 
them, ns 1 am ha])py to see them looking now. But 
I’m sure you will not wonder wlien I say, that 
among all those young men, the one in whoa 1 
have the strongest interest is my friend Mr Arthur 
Donnithorne, for whom you have just expressed yoiu* 
regard. I had the pleasure of being his tutor for 
several years, and have naturally had opportunities 
of knowing him intimately which cannot have oc¬ 
curred to any one else who is present; and I have 
some pride as well as pleasure in assuring you that 
I share your high hopes concerning him, and your 
confidence in his possession of tho*^o qualities which 
.will make him an excellent land! ad when the time 
shall come for him to take that important position 
among you. We feel alike on most matters on 
which a man who is getting towards fifty can feel 
in common with a young man of onc-and-tv enty, 
and he has just been expressing a feeling wliicit 1 
share very heartily, and 1 would not willingly omit 
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the opportxmity of saying so. That feeling is his 
value and respeclf for Adam Bede. People in a high 
station are of course nA>re thought of and talked 
abou4| and have tlioir virtues more praised, than 
those whose lives are passed in humble everyday 
work; but every sensible man knows how necessary 
that humble everyday work is, and how important 
it is to us th£t it should be done well. And I 
agree with my friend Mr Artliur Doniiithome in 
feSling tha^ when a man whose duty liesin that 
sort of work shows a character whish would make 
him an^example in any station, his merit should be 
acknowledged. He is one of those to whom honour 
is due, and his friends should delight to honour him. 
I know Adam Bede well—I know what he is as a 
workman, and what he has been as a son and brother 
-^and 1 am saying the simplest truth when I say 
that 1 respect him as much as I respect any man 
living. But I am not speaking to you about a 
stranger; some of you are his intimate friends, and 
1 believe there is not one here who does not know 
enough of him to join heartily in drinking his 
health.” 

As Mr Irwine paused, Arthur jumped up, and, 
filling his glass, said, “A bilmper to Adam Bede, 
and may he live to have sons as faithful and clever 
as himself 1" 

No hearer, not even Battle Massey, was so delighted 
with this toast as Mr Poyser; tough work ” as his 
first speech hod been, he would have started up to 
make another if ho had not known the extreme 
irregnlaritj of suoh a course. As it was, he found 
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an outlet for his feelings in drinking his ale unusually 
fast, and sotting down his gloss with a swing of his 
arm and a determined rap.* If Jonathan Burge and 
a few others felt less comfortablo on the occasion, 
they tried their best to look contented, and so the 
toast was drunk with a goodwill apparently unan¬ 
imous. A 

^ 9 

Adam was rather paler than usual when ho got up 
to thank his friends. Ho was a good deal moved by 
this public tribute—very naturally, for hd was in the 
presence of all*his little world, and it was unitihg 
to do him honour. But he felt no shyness about 
speaking, not being troubled with small vanity or 
lack of words; he looked neither awkward nor em¬ 
barrassed, but stood in his usual firm upright atti¬ 
tude, with his head thrown a little backward find 
his hands perfectly still, in that rough dignity which 
is peculiar to intelligent, honest, well-built work¬ 
men, who are never wondering what is their business 
in the world. 

'' I'm quite taken by surprise,” ho said. ** I didn’t 
expect anything o’ this sort, for it’s a good deal more 
than my wages. But I've thetmore reason to be grate¬ 
ful to you, Captain, and to you, Mr Irvvine, emd to all 
my friends here, who’ve drunk my health and wished 
me well. It ’ud be nonsense for me to be saying, 1 
don’t at all deserve th’ opinion yon have of me ; that 
’ud be poor thanks to you, to say that you’ve known 
me all these years, and yet haven’t sense enough to 
find out a great deal o’ the truth about me. You 
think, if I undertake to do a bit o’ work, I’ll do it 
well, be mv nav big or little—and that’s true. I’d 
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be asbamed to stand before yon here if it wasna true. 
But it seems to tme, that’s a man’s plain duty, and 
nothing to be conceited'about, and it’s pretty clear 
to in*> as I’ve never done more than my duty; for let 
us do what we will, it’s only making use o’ the sper- 
rit and the powers that ha’ been given to us. And 
so this kindness o’ yours, I’m sure, is no debt you 
owe me, but a free gift, and as such I accept it and 
am thankful. And as to this new employment Tve 
taken in hand, I’ll only say that I took it at Captain 
Dbnnilhome’s desire, and that I’ll try to fulfil his ex¬ 
pectations. I’d wish for no better lot than to work 
under him, and to know that while I was getting my 
own bread I was taking care of his int’rests. For I 
believe he’s one o’ those gentlemen as wishes to do 
th6 right thing, and to leave the world a bit better 
than he found it, which it’s my belief every man may 
do, whether he’s gentle or simple, whether he sets 
a good bit o’ work going and finds the money, or 
whether he does the work with his own hands. 
There’s no occasion for me to say any more about 
what I feel towards him: I hojie to show ii through 
the rest o’ my hf© in mr actions.” 

There were various opinions i<,bont Adam’s speech: 
some of the women whispered that he didn't show 
himself thankhil enough, and seemed to speak as 
proud as could be; but most of the men were of 
opinion that nobody could speak more straiglitfor’ard, 
and that Adam was as fine a chap as need to be. 
While such Observations were being buzzed about, 
mingled with wonderings as to what the old Squire 
meant to do for a bailiff, and whether he was going 
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to have a steward, the two gentlemen had risen, and 
were walking round to the table whcy:e the wives and 
children sat. There was non^ of the strong ale here, 
of course, but wine and dessert—sparkling gcg)B0- 
beny for the young ones, and some good sherry for 
the mothers. Mrs Poyser was at the head of this 
table, and Totty was now seated in her lap, bonding 
her small nose deep down Aito a wine-flass in search 
of the nuts floating there. 

“ How do you do, Mrs Poyser ? ” said Artliur. 
“Weren’t you pleased to hoar your husband make 
such a good speech to-day?” • 

“Oh, sir, the men are mostly so tongue-tied— 
you’re forced partly to guess what they mean, as 
you do wi’ the dumb creature.” 

“ What! you think you could have made it better 
for him ? ” said Mr Irwine, laughing. 

“WeU, sir, when 1 want to say an 3 rthing, I can 
mostly find words to say it in, thank God. Not as 
I’m a-finding faut wi’ my husband, for if he’s a man 
o’ few words, what he says he’ll stand to.” 

“ I’m sure I never saw a prettier party than this,** 
Arthur said, looking round at^the apple-cheeked chil¬ 
dren. “ My aunt and the Miss Irwines will come up 
and see you presently. They were afraid of the 
noise of the toasts, but it would be a shame for them 
not to see you at table.** 

He walked on, speaking to the mothers and pat¬ 
ting the children, while Mr Irwine satisfied himself 
with standing still, and nodding at a distance, lhat 
no one’s attention might be disturbed from tlio 
young Squire, the hero of the day. Aithur did 
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not venture to stop near Hetty, but merely bowed 
to her as ho passed along the opposite side. The 
foolish child felt her hecrt swelling with discontent; 
for ft what woman was ever satisfied with apparent 
neglect, even when she knows it to be the mask of 
love ? Hetty thought this was going to be the most 
miserable day she had had for a long while; a mo¬ 
ment of chill* daylight ahd reality came across her 
dream: Arthur, who had seemed so near to her only 
a few hoars bef/e, was separated fiom her, as the 
kero of a great procession is separated from a small 
outsider in the ciuwd. 
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TU£ GAMES. 


The great dance was not to begin until eight o’clock; 
but for any lade and lasses who liked to dance on the 
shady grass before then, there was music always at 
hand; for was not the band of the Bcuciii Club cap¬ 
able of playing excellent jigs, reels, and liorniiipes? 
And, besides this, there was a grand band hired from 
Bosseter, who, with their wonderful wind-iristruincnts 
and pnffed-out cheeks, were themselves a delightful 
show to the small boys and girls. To say nothing 
of Joshua Rann’s fiddle, which, by an act of generous 
forethought, ho had provides^ himself with, in case 
any one should be of sufficiently pure taste to prefei 
dancing to a solo on tUat instnimonL. 

Meantime, when the sun had moved off the great 
open space in front of the house, the games began. 
There were of oourse well-soaped polos to ho climbed 
the boys and youths, races to be run by the old 
women, races to be run in sacks, heaty weights to 
be lifted by the strong men, and a long list of chah 
lenges to such ambitious attempts as that of walking 
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as many yards as possible on one leg—^feats in which 
it was generally t^marked that Wiry Ben, being ^^the 
lisBom’st, springest follcA^ the country,” was sure 
to bo pre-eminent. To crown all, there was to be a 
donkey-race—that sublimest of all races, conducted 
on the grand socialistic idea of everybody encourag¬ 
ing everybody else's donkey, and the sorriest donkey 
winning, 

And soon after four o’clock, splendid old Mrs Ir- 
wme;i'' in her damn tk satin and jewels and black lace, 
VW.8 led out by Arthur, followed by the whole family 
party, ^o her raised seat under the striped marquee, 
where she was to give out the prizes to the victors. 
Staid, formal Miss Lydia had requested to resign 
that queenly office to the royal old lady, and Arthur 
wrs pleased with this opportunity of gratifying his 
godmother’s taste for stateliness. Old Mr Donni- 
thome, the delicately-clean, finely-scented, withered 
old man, led out Miss Irwine, with his air of punc¬ 
tilious, acid politeness; Mr Crawaine brought Miss 
Lydia, looking neutral and stiff in an elegant peach- 
blossom silk; and Mr Irwino came last with his pale 
sister Anne. No other, ftiend of the &,mi1y, besides 
Mr Gawaine, was invited to-day; there was to be 
a grand dinner for the neighbouring gentry on the 
morrow, but to-diiy all the forces W'ere required for 
the entertainment of the tenants. 

There was a sunk fence in front of the marquee, 
dividing the lawn from tho park, but a temporary 
bridge liad baen made for the passage of the victors, 
and the groups of people standing, or seated here 
and there on benches, stretched on each side of the 
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open space from the white marquees up to the sunk 
fence. ^ 

“ Upon my word it*s a pro1:ty sight,” said the old 
lady, in her deep voice, when she was seated, fnd 
looked round on the bright scene with its dark-green 
background; “ and it’s the last ftite-day I’m likely to 
see, unless you make haste and get niaj^ricd, Arthur. 
But take care yon got a charming bride, else I would 
rather die without seeing her.” 

“You're so terribly fastidious, godniotlfer,” said 
Arthur, “ I’m afraid 1 should never satisfy you witlf 
my choice.” * 

“ Well, I won’t forgive you if she’s not handsome. 
I can’t be put otFwith amiability, which is always 
the excuse people are making for tlie existence of 
plain people. And .she must not bo silly ; that will 
never do, because you’ll want managing, and a silly 
woman can’t manage you. Who is that tall young 
man, Dauphin, with the mild face ? There, standing 
without his hat, and taking such care of that tall old 
woman by the side of him—his mother, of course. I 
like to see that.” 

“What, don’t you know him, mother?” soid Mr 
Irwme. “ That is Keth Bede, Adam’s brother—a 
Methodist, hut a very good fellow. Poor Seth lias 
looked rather down-liearted of late ; 1 thought it was 
because of his father’s dying in that sad way, hot 
Joshua Rann tells me he wanted to marry that sweet 
little Methodist preacher who was here about a month 
ago, and I suppose she refused him.” * 

“ Ah, I remember hearing about her; but there 
are no end of people here that 1 don’t know, for 
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they’re grown up and altered so since I used to go 
about.” »• 

*‘What excellent sfght you have!” said old Mr 
Donnithorne, who was holding a double glass up to 
his eyes, to see the expression of that young man’s 
face so &r off. His ffice is nothing but a pale blurred 
spot to me. ^ But 1 fancy I have the advantage of yon 
when we come to look close. 1 can read small print 
without spectacles.” 

'^■‘Ah,»my dt3 r sir, you began with being veiy 
*near-sighted, and those near-sighted eyes always 
weaf the best. 1 want very strong spectacles to 
read witli, but tlien I think my eyes get better and 
bettor for things at a distance. I suppose if I could 
live"another fifty years, I should be blind to every¬ 
thing that wasn’t out of other people’s sight, like a 
man who stands in a well, and sees nothing but the 
stars.” 

“See,” said Arthur, “the old women are ready 
to set out on their lace now. Which do you bet 
on, Gawaine?” 

“ The long-legged one, unless they’re going to have 
several heats, and thnn the little wiry on i may win.” 

“There are the Poysers, mother, nv)t far off on 
the right hand,” said Miss Irwine. “Mrs Poyser 
is looking at you. Do take notice of her.” 

“To be sure I will,” said the old lady, giving 
a gracious bow to Mrs Poyser. “A woman who 
• sends me such excellent cream-cheese is not to be 
neglected.'’ Bless me I what a fkt child that is she 
is bolding on her kneel But who is that pretty 
girl with dark eyes?” 
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“ That is Hetty Sorrel,” said Miss Lydia Donni- 
thome, “ Martin Peyser’s niece—a YeJy likely young 
person, and well-looking too. ** My maid has taught 
her hne needlework, and she has mended some laico 
of mine very respectably indeed—very respectably.” 

“Why, she has lived witli the Poysers six or 
seven years, mother; you must have seen her,” 
said Miss Irwine. * 

“ No, I've never seen her, child; at least not as 
she is now,” said Mrs Irwine, continuing* to Iflibk 
at Hetty. “ WelWooking, indeed I She’s a perfect* 
beauty I Pve never seen anything so pretty Since 
my young days, Wliat a pity such beauty as that 
should be thrown away among the farmers, when it’s 
wanted so terribly among tlie good families without 
fortune 1 I daresay, now, she'll marry a man wh<# 
would have thought her just as pretty if she had 
had round eyes and red hair.” 

Arthur dared not turn his eyes towards Hetty 
while Mrs Irwine was speaking of her. He feigned 
not to hear, and to be occupied with something on 
the opposite side. But lie saw her plainly enough 
without looking; saw her ir* heightened beauty, 
because he heard her beauty praised — for other 
men’s opinion, you know, was like a native climate 
to Arthur's feelings: it was the air which they 
thrived tlie best, and giew strong. Yes I she was 
enough to turn any man's head: any man in his 
place would have done and felt the same. And to 
give her up after all, as he was determined to do, 
would be an act tliat he should always look L^aok 
upon with pride. 
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“No, mother/’ said Mr Irwine, replying to hei 
last words; can't agree with you there. The 
common people are hot quite so stupid as you 
imagine. The commonest man, who has his ounce 
of sense and feeling, is conscious of the difference 
between a lovely, delicate woman, and a coarse one. 
Even a dog feels a difference in their presence. The 
man may bo no better able than the dog to explain 
the influence the more refined beauty has on him, 
buV ho faels it. ' 

* “Bless mo. Dauphin, what do^ls an old bachelor 
like know about it ? ” 

“Oh, that is ono of the matters in which old 
bachelors are wiser than married men, because they 
have time for more general contemplation. Your 
foie critic of women must never shackle his judg¬ 
ment by c.a1ling ono woman his own. But, as an 
example of what I was saying, that pretty Methodist 
preacher I mentioned just now, told me that she bad 
preached to the roughest miners, and had never 
been treated with anything but the utmost respect 
and kindness by them. The reason is—though she 
doesn’t know it—tliast there's so much lenderness, 
refinement, and purity about her. Such a woman 
as that brings witli her ‘ airs from heaven' that the 
coarsest fellow is not insensible to,” 

“Here's a delicate bit of womanhood, or girl¬ 
hood, coming to receive a prize, I supposo,” said 
<Mr Gawaine. “She must be ono of the racers in 
the sacks. Who had set off before we came.” 

The “bit of womanhood" was our old acquaint¬ 
ance Bessy Cranage, otherwise Chad’s Bess, whose 
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large red cheeks and blowsy person had \indergono 
an exaggeration of colour, which, she had hap¬ 
pened to be a heavenly body, would have made 
her sublime. Bessy, I am sony to say, liad tuken 
to her earrings again since Dinah’s departure, and 
was otherwise decked out in such small finely as 
sho could muster. Any one who could have looked 
into poor Bessy’s heart whuld have seen a striking 
resemblance between her little hopes and anxieties 
and Hetty's. The advantage, perhaps, would'ISavo 
been on Bessy's kide in the matter of feeling. Bat 
then, you see, they w'cre so veiy different odtside! 
You would have been inclined to box Bessy’s eai's, 
and you would have longed to kiss Hetty. 

Bessy had been tempted to run the arduous race, 
partly from mere hoidonish gaiety, partly because 
the prize. Some one had said there were to be 
cloaks and other nice clothes for prizes, and she 
approached the marquee, fanning herself witli her 
handkerchief, but with exultation sparkling in her 
round eyes. 

‘‘Here is the prize for the first sack-race,” said 
Miss Lydia, taking a large ^parcel from the table 
where the prizes wore laid, and giving it to Mrs 
Irwine before Bessy oaine up; “ an excellent grog- 
ram gown and a piece of flannoL” 

“ You didn't think the winner was to be so young, 

I suppose, aunt?” said Arthur. “ Couldn’t you find 
something else for this girl, and save that grim* 
looking gown for one of the older wofhen?” 

“I have bought nothing but what is useful and 
substantial,” said Miss Lydia, adjusting lier own 
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lace; dionld not think of enconiaging a love 
of hnory in yoftng women of that class. I have 
a scarlet cloak, but thak is for the old woman who 
wine.” 

This speech of Miss Lydia’s produced rather a 
mocking expression in Mrs Irwine’s &ce as she 
looked at Arthur, while Bessy came up and dropped 
a series of curtsies. *' 

“ This is Bessy Cranage, motlier,” said Mr Irwine, 
kindly, “ (Shad Ci inago’s daughter. You remember 
Ohad Cranage, the blacksmith?” <■ 

'‘YIs, to bo sure,” said Mi-s Irwine. “Well, 
Bessy, hero is your j^rize—excellent warm tilings 
for winter. I’m sure you have had hard work to 
win tliem this warm day.” 

^Bessy’s lip fell as she saw the ugly, heavy gown, 
—which felt so hot and disagreeable, too, on this 
July day, and was such a great ugly thing to carry. 
She dropped her curtsies again, without looking up, 
and witli a growing tremulousness about the comers 
of her mouth, and then turned away, 

“ Poor girl,” said Arthur; “ I think she’s disap- 
pointod. 1 wish it ha^^ been something iiore to her 
taste.” 

“She’s a bold-looking young person,” olworved 
Miss Lydia. “Not at all one 1 should like to 
encourage.” 

Arthur silently resolved that he would make 
Bessy a present of money befot'u the day was 
over, that ^le might buy something more to her 
mind; but she, not aware of the consolation in store 
for her, turned out of the open space, where she was 
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visible from the marquee, and throwing down tho 
odious bufidle under a tree, begad to cry — very 
much tittered at the wliile 'by tlie small boys. In 
this situation she was descried by her disc’-eet 
matronly cousin, who lost no time in coming up, 
having just given tho baby into her husband's 
charge. 

“Wliat’s tho matter vJi' yo?” said Boss the 
matron, taking up the buridle and examining it. 
“Yo’n sweltered yoursen, I reckon, rurning^hat 
fool's race. An'*hero, they’n gi’en you lots o’ go( d 
grogram and flannel, as should ha’ been gfoii by 
good rights to thorn as had the sense to keep away 
from such fooh*ry. Ye might spare mo a bit o* this 
grogram to make clothes for the lad—^yo wai' ne'er 
iil-iiatiirod, Bess ; I ne'er said that on ye." 

“ Ye may take it all, for what I care," said Bess 
tho maiden, with a pettish movement, beginning to 
wipe away her tcais and recover herself, 

“ Well, I could do wi’t, if so be ye wunt to get rid 
on’t," said the disintorostod cousin, walking quick¬ 
ly away with tho bundle, lest Cliad’s Bess should 
cliange her mind. 

But that bonny-choekod lass was blessed with an 
elasticity of spirits that secured he* from any rank¬ 
ling grief; and by the time tho grand climax of the 
donkey-race came on, her disappointment was en¬ 
tirely lost in tho delightful excitement of attempting 
to stimulate the last donkey by hisses, while the 
boys applied tho argument of sticks. But the 
strength of the donkey mind lies in a«lopling a 
course inversely as tho arguments urged, which, 
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well considered, requires as g^at a mental force 
as the direct s(^quence; and the preseiit donkey 
proved the first-rate order of his intelligence by 
conyng to a dead standstill just when the blows 
were tliickest. Groat was the shouting of the 
crowd, radiant the grinning of Bill Downes the 
stone-sawyer and the fortunate rider of this superior 
beast, which stood calm ai.d stiff-legged in the midst 
of its triumph. 

AfitJiur j^imself had provided the prizes for the men, 
apd Bill was made happy with a «splendid pocket- 
knife, ^supplied with blades and gimlets enough to 
make a man at homo on a desert island. He had 
hardly returned from the marquee with the prize 
in hi» hand, when it began to be understood that 
Bon proposed to amuse the company, before 
the gentry went to dinner, with an impromptu and 
gratuitous performance — namely, a hornpipe, the 
mam idea of which was doubtless borrowed; but Uiis 
was to be developed by the dancer in so peculiar 
and complex a manner that no one could deny him 
tlio praise of originality. Wiiy Ben’s pride in bis 
dancing — an accomplishment productive of great 
efieot at the yearly Wake—ha'^ needed only slightly 
elevating by an extra quantify of good ale, to con¬ 
vince him that the gentry would be very much 
struck with his performance of the hornpipe; and 
he had been decidedly encouraged in this idea by 
Joshua Kann, who observed that it was nothing but 
right to do t^mething to ploase the young Squire, 
ill return for what he had done for tliem. You will 
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be the less RiiTprised at this opinion in so grave a 
personage when you learn tliat Bin had requested 
Mr Bann to accompany J^iim on the fiddle, and 
Joshua felt quite sure that though there might not 
be much in the dancing, the music would make up 
for it. Adam Bedo, who was present in one of the 
largo marquees, where the plan was being discussed, 
told Ben he liad bettor n»t make a fJbl of himself— 
a remark which at once fixed Ben's detenninatioii: 


ho was not going to let anything alopo l^wuso 
Adam Bode tiupiod up his nose at it. , 

“ Wliat’s this, what’s this ? ” said old Mr J^onni- 
thome. “Is it something youVo anungod, Arthur? 
Here's the clerk coming with his fiddle, and a siuart i 
follow with a nosegay in his button-hole.” • 

“ No,” said Arthur; “ I know nothing about^ it. 
By Jovo, he’s going to dance I It’s our of the car¬ 
penters—I forget bis name at this momcni." 

“It’s Ben Cranage—-Wiry Bon, they call him,” 
said Mr Irwine; “ rather a loose fish, I think. Anne, 
zuy dear, 1 see that iiddle-scraping is too much for 
you: you’re getting tired. Let me take you in now, 


tliat you may rest till dinner.” 

Miss Anne rose assentinj^y, and the good brother 


took her away, while Joshua’s pn h'minary scrapings 


burst into the “White Cockade,” from wliich ho 


intended to pass to a variety of tunes, by a series of 
transitions wliicb his good ear really taught him to 
exoonto with some skill. It would have been an 


exasperating fact to him, if ho had JjLiiown i*, that 
the general attention was too thoroughly absorbed 
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by Ben’s dancing for any one to give much heed to 
the music. 4 ^ 

Have you ever seen a real English rustic perform 
a solp dance ? Perliaps you have only seen a ballet 
rustici smiling like a merry countryman in crockery, 
with graceful turns of the haunch and insinuating 
movements of the head. That is as much like the 
real thing as the “Bird Waltz” is like the song of 
birds. Wiry B(*n never smiled: ho looked as serious 
as a<i3anciTy^ monkey—as serious as if ho had been 
aiv experimental philosopher ascertakiing in his own 
porson«the amount of shaking and the varieties of 
angularity that could bo given to tlie human limbs. 

To make amends for the abundant laughter in the 
striped* marquee, Arthur clappctd his hands continu¬ 
ally and cried “ Bravo! ” But Ben had one admirer 
whose eyes followed his movements with a fervid 
gnivity that equalled his own. It was Martin 
Poysor, who was seated on a bench, with Tommy 
between his logs. 

“What dost think o* that?” ho said to his wife. 
“ Ho goes as pat to the music as if he we-s nuido o’ 
clockwork. I used to b^e a pretty good no at danc¬ 
ing myself when I was lighter, but I could uiver La' 
bit it just to til’ hair like that.*’ 

“It’s little matter what his limbs are, to my 
thinking,” returned Mrs Poysor. “He’s empty 
enough i’ the upper story, or he’tl niver come jig¬ 
ging an* stamping i’ that way, like a mad grass¬ 
hopper, for tlw gentry to look at him. They’re fit 
fo die wi’ Ituigliing, I can see.” 
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“Well, well, BO inueli the better, it {iTonBOB ’em,” 
Haiti Mr ^oyscr, who did not easily take an initahh' 
view of things. “But thfiy’ro pt)ing jiwa^^ow, t’ 
liave their diimor, I reckon. Wc’ll move absnt a 
bit, shall we? and soo what Adam 1'»(m1(^’s doing. 
He’s got to look after tho drinking and tilings; I 
doubt he liasna had innch fun.” 
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TIIK DANCE. « 

AiiTriUR had choMCjn the oiitraMoo-Iiall for the ball¬ 
room : very wisely, for no other room could have boon 
BO airy,**or would have had the advautago of the wide 
dotfrs opening into the garden, as well as a ready 
entrance into the other rooms. To be sure, a stone 
floor was not tlio pleab.mtost to dance on, but then, 
most of the dancers had known what it was to enjoy 
a Christmas dance on kitchen quarries. It was one 
of tliose entrance-lialls which make the surround¬ 
ing rooms look like closets—witl* stuc-io angels, 
trumpets, and flower-wreaths on the kfi y coiling, 
and great piodallions of niiscellaiieous horoos on tlio 
walls, altcrmiting with statues in niches. Just the 
sort of pluco to be oniamentcd well with green 
boughs, and Mr Craig had been proud to show his 
taste and his hofliouse plants on the occasion. The 
broad steps of the stone staiicase were covered with 
ousiiions to Ht^ve as seats for the children, who were 
to stay till half-past nine with the servant-maids, to 
see the dancing; and as this dance was confined to 
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tile chief tenants, there was abundant room for every 
one. Till lights wore cliarrningl/ disposed in col¬ 
oured-paper lamps, high uptimong green boughs, and 
the farmers' wives and daughters, as they ;^(S3p<^ in, 
believed no scene could bo more splendid; they knew 
now quite well in what sort of rooms the king and 
queen lived, and their thoughts glanced witli some 
pity towards cousins and*acquaiutan6cs who had not 
this fine oijportunity of knowing how things went on* 
in the great world. Tlie lamps were already liii, 
though the smrhad not long set, and there was that 
calm light out of doors in which we seem t^see all 
objects more distinctly than in the broad day. 

It was a pretty scene outside tlie house: tiio* 
fanners and their families wore moving about the 
lawn, among the flowers and shrubs, or along«the 
broad straight road leading from the oast front, where 
a carpet of mossy grass spread on each side, studded 
hero and there with a dark flat-bougbed cedar, or a 
grand pyramidal lir sweeping the ground witli its 
branches, all tipped with a fringe of paler green. 
The groups of cottagers in the park wore gradually 
diminishing, tlie young onqp being attracted towards 
the lights that were beginning to gleam from the 
windows of tlie galloiy in the abbey, which was to 
bo their dancing-room, and some of the sober older 
ones thinking it time to go homo qnietly. One of 
these was Lisheth Bede, and Seth went with her— 
not from filial attention only, for liis conscience would 
not let him join in dancing. It hadtheen lather a 
melancholy day to Soth: Dinah had never been more 
constantly present with him than in this scene, where 
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everything was so unlike her. He saw her all the 
more vividly aftdr looking at the thouglj|Jess faces 
and gajy-ooloiired dresaesiof tlie young w onion—just 
as oye the beauty aad the greatness of a pic¬ 
tured Madonna the more, when it has been for a 
moment screened from us by a vulgar head in a 
bounet. But this presence of Dinah in his mind 
only help'^d hiiA to bear tlit better with his mother’s 
mood, which had been becoming more and more 
quonilnus fpr the i • st hour. Poor Lisbeth was suffer¬ 
ing fiom a strangu conflict of fooliiigSii Her joy and 
prido ir the honour paid to her darling son Adam 
was beginning to bo worstt^l in the ccjuflict witli tlio 
»jealousy and frotfulness which had revived when 
Adam (fame to toll her tliat Cfaptain Dunnithorrio 
desired iiim to join the dancers in the hall. Adam 
was getting more and more out of her roach; she 
wished all the old troublos back again, for then it 
mattered more to Adam what his motlier said and 
did. 

“Eh, it’s fine talkin’ o’ dancin’,” she said, “an' 
thy father not a five week in’s gravt*. An’ I wish I 
war tliere too, istid o’ bein’ lell to take up merrier 
fblks’s room above ground.” 

“Nay, don’t look at it i’ thkt way, mother,” said 
Adam, who was detormined to be gentle to her to¬ 
day. “ 1 don’t mean to dance—I shall only look on. 
And since the Captain wishes me to be there, it 'ud 
look as if 1 thought 1 knew hotter than him to say 
as I’d rather npt stay. And thee kcow’st how he’s 
behaved to me (o-day.” 

“ Eh, thee’t do as tlieu lik’st, for thy old mother’s 
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got no right t* hin<tpr theo. SIio’b nought but th' 
old husk, «id tlieo'st slipped away fiom her, like iho 
ripe nut." • - 

“ Well, mother,” said Adam, “I’ll go and^llthe 
Captain as it huits thy feelings for me to stay^ and 
I’d rather go home upo' that account: he won’t take 
it ill then, I daresay, aud I’m willing." He said 
this witli some eti'ort, for hh really longed to be ueai 
Hetty this evening, 

“ Nay, nay, 1 wonna ha' thee do that—ihe j^uiig 
Squire 'ull bo Angered. Go an’ do what tlieo^t 
ordered to do, an’ me and Selli 'ull go whofffe. i 
know it’s a grit honour lor thee to be so loc»ked on 
—an' who’s to be prouder on it nor tliy inr>ther? 
Hadna she the cumber o’ rearin’ tlieo an’ doin’ for 
thee all these 'cars ? " • 

“ Well, good-bye, then, moiber—good-bye, lad— 
remember Gyp when you get liome,” said Adam, 
turning away towards the gate of the pleasure- 
grounds, where he hoped he might bt^ able to join 
the Poysers, for ho had been so occupied throughout 
the afternoon that he had had no time to speak to 
Hetty. His eye soon detected a distant group, 
which he knew to be the riglit one, returning to the 
house along the broad gravel road, aud he hastened 
on to meet them. 

« Wliy, Adam, I'm glad to get sight on y* again,” 
said Mr Foyser, who was carrying Totty on his arm. 

“ You’re going t' have a bit o' fun, I hope, now your 
work’s all done. And licro's Hetty has^romie;cd no 
end o' partners, an' I’ve just been askin’ her if she’d 
agreed to dance wi’ you, an’ she says no.” 
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“Well, I di(^'t think o’ dancing to-night/’ said 
Adam, already templed to change hie mind, as lie 
looked^ at Hetty. 

^ Nonsense 1 ” said Mr Poy ser. “ Wliy, everylwdy's 
goin’ to dance to-night, all but th’ old Squire and 
Mrs Irwine. Mrs Best's been tellin’ us as Miss 
Lyddy and Miss Irwine 'ull dance, an’ the young 
Squire 'ull pick my wife ibr his first partner, t’ open 
tho^ball: so she’ll be forced to dance, though she’s 
laid 'by eVer siiL the Clmstmas afore the little un 
i^as bom. You carina for shame stand still, Adam, 
an’ you a fine young fellow, and can dance as well as 
anybody." 

“ Nj^y, nay/’ said Mrs Poyser, “ it ’ud be unbe- 
comin’. 1 know the dancin’s nousonse; but if you 
sfick at everything because it’s nonsense, you wonna 
go far i’ this life. When your broth’s ready-made for 
you, you mun swallow the thickenin’, or else let tlie 
broth alone." 

“ Then if Hetty ’ull dance with me,” said Adam, 
yielding either to Mrs Foyser’s argument or to some¬ 
thing else, “I’ll dance whichever dauce she’s free.” 

“I’ve got no partmr for the fourth v\- nee,” said 
Hetty; “ T’U dunco that with you, if yon like.” 

“Ah," said Mr Poyser, “but you mun dance the 
first dance, Adam, else it’ll look partic’ler. There’s 
plenty o' nice partners to pick an’ choose from, an’ 
it’s hard for the gells when the men stan’ by and 
don’t ask ’em." 

Adam fell* the justice of Mr Poj'ser’s observation: 
it would not do for him to dance with no one besides 
Hetty; and remembering that Jonatlian Burge 
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Bomo reascp to fool Imrt to-day, resolved to ask 
Miss Mary* to danco with him tho first dance, if sho 
had no other j>art iior. * m 

‘‘There’s the big clock strikin' eight," said'Mr 
JPoyser; “ we must make haste in now, else the 
Squire and the ladies 'ull be in afore us, an’ tliat 
wouldua look woll." ^ ^ 

Wlien they had ontore^ tho hall, and the three 
children under Molly’s charge had been seated^ on 
tho stairs, tlie folding-doors of tho drsn^ing-room 
were thrown open, and Arthur entered m his roffi- 
mentals, leading Mrs Irwino to a carpot-covoio(l dais 
ornamented with liothoiiso plants, where slio and 
Miss Anne were to bo seated witli old MrJDonni- 
thomo, that they might look on at tiie danr'ing, like 
tlio kings and quec-ns in tho jdays. Aithiir Jiad plit 
on his uniform to }>lcaso the tenants, ho said, who 
tliought as much of his militia dignity as if it had 
been an elevation to the premiership. Ho luul not 
the least objection to gratity tliein in that way : his 
uniform was voiy advantagequs to his figure. 

The old Squire, before sitting down, walked round 
tiie hall to greet tho tenants a^d make polite speeches 
to ihe wives: ho was always polite ; but tho fanners 
had found out, after long pussding, that this polish 
was one of the signs of hardness. It was observed 
that he gave his most elaborate civility to Mrs Poy- 
Ber to-night, inquiring particularly about her health, 
recommending her to strengthen herself with cold 
water as ho did, and avoid all drugs. *Mrs Toyser 
curtsied and thimked liiin ^vith great seif-ocurnnand, 
but whou he had passed on, she whispered to her 
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ImHbiind, “ I'll lay my lifi) lie’s brewin’ Bome nasty 
turn against ub. Old Harry doesiia wag his tail so 
for n^hin’." Mr Poysfir had no time to answer, for 
nov' Ai^diur came up and said, “Mrs Poyser, I’m 
come to request the favour of your hand for the first 
danoe; and, Mr Poyser, yem must lot me take you 
to my aunt, for she claims you as lier jjartner.” 

Tlie wife’s ^ale cheek flhshcd with a net vous sense 
of unwonted honour as Arthur hid hei to the top of 
the* mom but M Poyser, to whom an extra glass 
Imd restored his youthful coiifidebce in his good 
looks^otnd good dancing, walked along with them 
quite proudly, Bocretly flattering himself that Miss 
Lydia had never had a partner in /ter life who could 
lift her oil the ground as he would. In order to 
bfdanco tlie honours given to the two parishes, Miss 
Irwiue danced with Luke Britton, the largest I3rox- 
ton farmer, and Mr Ciiivvaiiie led out Mrs Britton. 
Mr Irwino, after seating liis sister Anno, had gone 
to the abbey gallery, as ho had agieed with Arthur 
bcfoi'ehfand, to see how the meiTiment of the cot¬ 
tagers was prosj)ermg. Meanwhile, .»il the less dis¬ 
tinguished couples ha^ taken their plad* : IJctt.y 
was led out by the inevitable Mr Craig, ai d Mary 
Burge by Adam; and now Ino music struck up, 
and the glorious country-dance, best of all dances, 
began. 

Pity it was not a boarded floor I Then the rhyth¬ 
mic stamping of the Uiick shoes would have been 
lietter than Any drums. That moiry stamping, that 
gracious nodding of the head, that waving bestowal 
of the hand—where can wo see them now? That 
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simple dancing of woll-coverod matrons, laying asiclo 
for an hour^e cares of house and dfiiry, remember¬ 
ing but not affecting youth^* not jealous but proud 
of the young maidens by their side—tliat^lit^ay 
sprightlincBS of portly huBbands paying little com¬ 
pliments to their wives, as if their courting days 
were come again — tlioso lads and lassos a liltlo 
conAiscd and awkward witli thoir pa^iitiiorB, liAving 
nothing to say—it would b(i a pleasant varioty to 
see all tliat sometimes, instead of low divssetb :£nd 
large skirts, and* scanning glances exfiku'ing coti- 
tumes, and languid irioii in lackered boots smiiJing 
with double meaning. 

There was but one thing to rnar Martin I\iyser’s 
pleasure in this dance : it was, that he was ill ways 
in close confect with Luke Britton, that slovenly 
farmer. He thought of throwing a little glazed 
coldness into his eye in tho crossing of hands; but 
then, as Miss Irwino was opposite to liim instead of 
the offensive Luke, lie might freez(‘ tlio wrong per¬ 
son. So he gave his face up to hilarity, unchilled 
by moral judgments. * 

How Hetty's heart boat as Arthur approached 
her! lie had hardly looked at her to-day : now ho 
take her hand. Would hc pu ss it? would he 
look at her'^ She thought she wouM ray if ho gav<» 
her no sign of fooling. Now ho was there—he had 
taken her hand—yes. he was priissing it, Hetty 
tumefl pale as she looked up at him for an instant 
and met his eyes, before the dance carried him away, 
Tliat pale look came upon Arthur like tlj< }.< ginnii.g 
of a dull pain, which clung to him, though ho must 
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dance and smile^and joke all tlio same. Hetty would 
look S 0 | when he told lier what he hadjto toll her; 
and he should never Ve able to bear itr —he should 
be a Veil give way again. Hetty's look did not 
really mean so much as he thought: it was only the 
sign of a struggle between the desire for him tb 
notice her, and the dread lest she should betray the 
dosiib to othi'rs. But jetty’s face had a language 
that transcended her feelings. There are faces which 
nature cjjiargos a meaning and pathos not be- 
]piiging t<\the single human soul tli^t flutters beneath 
then^, but speaking the joys and sorrows of fore¬ 
gone gonorations—^eyos that tell of deep love which 
doubtless has been and is somewhere, but not paired 
with <lieBe eyes — perhaps paired with pale eyes 
l^at can say nothing; just as a national language 
may be instinct witli poetry unfolt by the lips tliat 
use it. That look of Hetty'h oppressed Artliur with 
a dread wliich yet had something of a terrible un- 
confessed delight in it, that she loved him too well. 
There was a hard task before him, for at that moment 
he felt he would have given up thrno years of his 
youtli for the happiness of aba»idoning himself with¬ 
out remorse to his passion for H'>tty. 

Those were the incongruous tlioughts in liis mind 
as ho led Mrs Poytor, who was panting with fatigue, 
and secretly rosolviiig that neither judge nor jury 
should force her to dance another dance, to take a 
quiet rest in the dining-room, ;vhero supper was laid 
out ibr the guests to como and fake it as they chose. 

“ I’ve desii (d Hetty to remember as she’s got to 
dance wi’ you, sir,” said the good innocent woman; 
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^'for she's so thoughtlessi she’d bl like enough to 
go an’ engage herself for iveiy danc4. So I told lier 
not to promise too many.” « 

“ Thank you, Mrs Poysor,” said Arthur, 3 ^ with¬ 
out a twingo. “ Now, sit down in this comfort^le 
Idiair, and here is Mills ready to give you what yon 
would like best.” 

He hurried away to seelf^nother mfAronly partner, 
for duo honour must be paid to the married women 
before he asked any of the young ones j anti tho 
country-dances, lysd the stamping, and the gracioijs 
nodding, and the waving of the hands, \^nt on 
joyously. * 

At last the timo had come for the fourth dance— 
longed for by the strong, grave Adam, as if he liad 
boon a delicate-handed youth of eighteen; for 
are all very much alike when wo are in our first 
love; and Adam liad hardly ever touched Hetty’s 
hand for more than a transient greeting—had never 
danced with her but once Ix'fore. His eyes had 
followed her eagerly to-night in spite of liiniself, 
and had taken in deeper jfranghts of love. Ho 
thought she behaved so prettily, so quietly; she 
did not seem to be flirting at all, sho smiled less 
than usual; there was dlmost a swet:^ sadness about 
her. “God bless herl” ho said i<*\vardly; “I’d 
make her life a happy 'un, if a strong arm to work 
for her, and a heart to love her, could do it” 

And then there stole over him delicious thoughts 
of Goming home from work, and draj^ving Heif y 
to his side, and fooling her cheek softly pressed 
against his, till ho forgot where he w'as, and tho 
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musio and the fread of feet might have Doen the 
falling of rain s&ul the roaring of the winjl, for what 
he knew. f 

l^utSk^w the third dance was ended, and he might 
go np to her and claim her liand. She was at the 
Tar end of the hall near the staircase, whispering^' 
with Molly, who had just given tlie sleeping Totty 
into Hhr armsf^ before running to fetch shawls and 
bonnets from the landing. Mrs Poyaei had taken 
the't«vo l?oys aw '^^ into the dining-room to give 
itcfii somet cake before they wont home in the cart 
with T^^randfather, and Molly was to follow as last as 
possible. 

“ Let mo hold her,” said Adam, as Molly turned 
up-stalts: “ the children ai’e so heavy when they're 
aa^eep.” 

Hotty was glad of the relief, for to hold Totty in 
hor arms, standing, was not at all a pleasant variety 
to her. But this second transfer had the unfortunate 
effect of rousing Totty, who was not behind any 
child of her age in peevishness at an unseasonable 
awaking. While Hetty was in the act of placing 

her in Adam’s arms, and had Tiet yet withdrawn her 

_ •• 

own, Totty opened her eyeB| Mid forthwith fought 
out with her left list at AdliTij\s arm, and with her 
riglit ciiiight at the string of brown beads round 
Hetty’s neck. The locket leaped out from her 
frock, and the next moment tlie string was broken, 
and Hotty, helpless, saw beads and locket scattered 
wide on therHoor. 

“My loclud, my locket!” she said, in a loud 
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frightened whisper to Adam; “never mind the 
beads.’' J * 

Adam had already seen where the locket fcll, for 
it had attracted his glance as it leaped omofAiot 
frock. It liad fallen on the niised wooden dais 
where the band sat, not on the stone floor j and as 
Adam picked it up, he saw the glass with the dark 
and light locks of hair uAdcr it Ittiad fallen that 
side upwards, so the glass was not broken. Ho 
turned it over on his liaud, and saw the tciiaajrillcd 
gold buck. • » • 

“It isn’t hurt,” lio said, as he held it **Wanl» 
Hetty, who was untiblo to hike it because both her 
hands were occupied witli Totty. 

“Oh, it doesn’t matter, I don’t mind about it,” 
said Hetty, wiio li.id boon i^ilo and was now red. 

“ Not matter ?” said Adam, giav<’ly. “ Yon s<3enicd 
very frigUtcnoil about it. I’ll hold it till you’re ready 
to take it,” lie added, quietly closing In's liand over 
it, that shb might not think ho wanted to look at it 
again. 

By this timo Molly liad ‘como with bonnet and 
shawl, and as soon as she had tsikeii Totty, Adam 
placed the locket in Hetty's hand. She took it with 
an air of indilleronce, and put it in iier poj'ket; in 
her heart vexed and angry with Adam, because he 
had seen it, but dotonnined now that she would show 
no more signs of agitation. 

“Sec,” she said, “theyTo taking their places to 
dance; let us go.” t 

Adam assented silently. A puzzled -il.inn had 
veil. I. 2 P. 
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taken possession* of liim. Nad Netty a lover ho 
didn’t know of 5^—for none of her relatiqps, he was 
sure, would give her a ktcket like tliat; and none of 
he^adn^ers, with whom he was acquainted, was in 
the position of an accepted lover, as the giver of tliat 
locket must be. Adam was lost in the utter impossi¬ 
bility of finding any person for his fears to alight on: 
he could only^feel with a terrible pang that there 
was something in Hetty’s life unknown to him; that 
whilc»he had been rocking himself in the hope tliat 
she would •?ome to love him, she wtas already loving 
anotlw^:. Tlie pleasure of the dance with Hetty was 
gone; his eyes, when they rested on her, had an un¬ 
easy questioning expression in them; ho could think 
of notfung to say to lier; and she, too, was out of 
tamper and disinclined to speak. They were both 
glad when tlie dance was ended. 

Adam was detormino<l to stay no longer; no one 
wanted liim, and no one would notice if he slipped 
away. As soon as he got out of doors, ho began to 
walk at his habitual rapid pace, hurrying along with¬ 
out knowing why, bu&y with tlie painfu^ thought 
that the memory of this day, so fiill of lionour and 
promise to him, was poisoned for ever. Suddenly, 
when ho was far on througU the Chase, he stopjied, 
startled by a flash of reviving hope. After all, ho 
might be a fool, making a groat misery out of a 
trifle. Hetty, fond of finery as she was, might have 
bought the thing herself It looked too expensive for 
that—it loo]rod like the things on white satin in the 
great jowelJor’s shop at Rosseter. But Adam had 
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very imperfect notions of Ihu valo^ of such things, 
and he thi^ght it could certainly nut cost more tlian 
a guinea. Perhaps Hetty Ijad had as much as tliat 
in Christmas boxes, and there was no knoj^ig but 
she might have been childisli enough to spend it in 
*that way; she was such a young thing, and she 
couldn’t help loving finery I But then, why had she 
been BO frightened aboulb it at firsif and clfanged 
colour so, and afterwards j^rotended not to care? 
Oh, that was because sho was aslianied gf his see¬ 
ing that she had such a smart thing—ske was coii- 
scious that it was wrong for her to Sjumd lietfitioney 
on it, and she knew that Adam disapproved of finery. 
It was a proof she cared about what ho liked and dis¬ 
liked. She must have thought from his silence and 
gravity afterwards that he was very iiiucli displeased 
with her, that he was inedined to be liarsli and severe 
towaids her foibles. And as he walked on more 
qiiietly, chewing the cud of this new hope, his only 
uneasiness was that he had behaved in a way wliich 
might chill Hetty’s feeling towards him. For this 
last view of the matter musi? be the true one. How 
f;ould Hetty have an accepted lover, quite unknown 
to him? She was never away from her uncle’s house 
for more than a day; sh& could have no acquaintances 
that did not come there, and no inttiuaeies unknown 
to her uncle and aunt. It would be folly to believe 
that the locket was given to her by a lover. The 
little ring of dark hair ho felt sure was Imr own; he 
could form no guess about the light ]^ir under it, 
for he hod not seen it very distinctly. If might Lid 
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a bit of her fathe/s or motlier's, who had died when 
she waH a child, i.nd hIio would riatmally j^ut a bit of 
her own along with it. ■ 

AiidSte^dani went to bed comforted, having woven 
for himself an ingenious web of probabilities—the 
tarest screen a wise man can place between himself* 
and the truth. His last waking thoughts melted 
into a'dream ttiat he wasitwith Hetty again at the 
Hall Farm, and that he was aslting her to forgive 
him fer bging so ■ old and silent. 

«4nd while he was dreaming this, Aithur was lead¬ 
ing Hoitjy to the dance, and saying lo her in low 
hurried tones, I shall be in the wood the day after 
to-morrow at seven ; come as early as you can.” And 
Hotty's^foolish joys and hopes, which had down away 
fo];,a little space, scared by a more nothing, now all 
came fluttering back, unconscious of the real peril. 
Bhe was liafipy for the fiist time this long day, and 
wished that dance would last for hours. Arthur 
wished it too; it was the last weakness he meant to 
indulge in; and a man never lies with more delici¬ 
ous languor under the 'influence of a f)asNion, Ilian 
when he has persuaded himself that he shall subdue 
it to-morrow. 

But Mrs Poysei^s wishes wfero quite the reverse of 
this, for her mind was filled with dreary forebodings 
as to the retardation of to-morrow morning’s cheese 
in consequence of these late hours. Now that Hetty 
had done her duty and danced one dance with the 
young Squir^. Mr Foyser must go out and see if the 
oart was come liaok to fetch them, for it was half-past 
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ten o’clock, and notwitlistanding V mild suggostiou 
on his paft that it would be bad miAiners for Uioiu to 
be the first to go, Mrs Fc^scr was resolute on tlio 
point, “manners or no mannere.” ^ 

“WhatI going already, Mrs Poysor?” snicftold 
' Mr Donnithome, as she caimt to curtsy and take 
leave ; “ I thouglit we sliould not part with any of 
our guests till cloven: Jlrs Irwinofand I, ftlio are 
elderly people, think of sitting out the dance till 
tlioii.” , 

“ Oh, your honour, it’s all right anj proper Jor 
gentlefolksstay up by candle-light—th^Wo got 
no clieese on their minds. WeTro late enough as it 
is, an’ thero's no lettin’ the cows know as they \ 
musLii’t want to be milked so early to*morrow 
loomin’. So, if you'U please t' excuse us, we’ll t|ikc 
our leave.” 

“ Jill 1 ” she said tocher husband, as they set oil' in 
the cart, “ I’d sooner ha' browin' day and washin’ day 
together than one o’ tliese pleasurin’ days. There’s 
no work so tirin' as danglin' about an’ starin’ an’ not 
rightly knowin’ what yim’re goin* to do next; tind 
koepin' your face i' smilin’ order like a grocer o’ 
market-day for fear people shouldna think you (jivil 
enough. An’ you’ve ifotlung to s‘j »w fort when it’s 
done, if it isn’t a yaUow fece wi' Gatin’ things as 
disagree." 

“ Nay, nay,” said Mr Poyser, who was in his merri¬ 
est mood, and felt that he had had a great day, “ a 
bit o’ pleasuring’s good for thee sometimos. An’ 
thee danc’st as weU as any of ’em, for I’ll Ibu-k thee 
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against all the wi^es the parish ibr a light foot an’ 
ankle. An’ it whs a great lionour for tte young 
Squire to ask thee first— f. reckon it was because I 
sat at tft^^cad o’ the table an’ made the speech. An’ 
Het^^ too —she never had such a partner before—a 
£.16 young gentleman in reg’mentals. It’ll serve you 
to talk on, Hetty, when you’re an old woman—how 
you dafcced wi* |Ji’ young Squire the day he come o’ 
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